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DEDICATION 

To  one  who  wanders  by  my  side 
As  cheerfully  as  waters  glide ; 
Whose  eyes  are  brown  as  woodland  streams. 
And  very  fair  and  full  of  dreams; 
Whose  heart  is  like  a  mountain  spring. 
Whose  thoughts  like  merry  rivers  sing : 
To  her  — my  little  daughter  Brooke  — 
I  dedicate  this  little  book. 
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AN  ANGLER'S  WISH  IN  TOWN 


Whkn  tulips  bloom  in  Union  Square, 
And  timid  breaths  of  vernal  air 

Are  wandering  down  the  dusty  town. 
Like  children  lost  in  Vanity  Fair  ; 

When  every  long,  unlovely  row 
Of  westward  houses  seems  to  go 

Toward  sunset  skies  that  rest  the  eyes, 
And  hills  beyond,  where  green  trees  grow ; 

Then  weary  is  the  street  parade, 
And  weary  books,  and  weary  trade  : 
I  'm  only  wishing  to  go  a-flshing  ; 
For  this  the  month  of  May  was  made. 


I  gness  the  pussy-willows  L'  .  ■ 
Are  creeping  out  on  every  bough 

Along  the  brook  ;  and  robins  look 
For  early  worms  behind  the  plough. 
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^.V  A\GLER-S   HISIl  AV   TOir.V 

The  thistle-bird,  have  chungcd  their  dun 
For  yellow  eonti  to  match  the  ami  j 

And  in  the  aame  array  of  flame 
The  Uandeliou  Show  '§  begun. 

The  floe  I     of  youn.T  anemones 

Are  dancing  round  the  budding  treei  j 

Who  can  help  wishing  to  go  a-aifaing 
In  days  aa  full  of  joy  aa  theae  ? 


I  think  the  meadow-lark's  elear  soniid 
Leaks  upward  slowly  from  the  ground, 
Whil ;  on  the  wing  the  bluebirds  ring 
Their  wedding-bella  to  woods  around  : 

The  flirting  ohewink  calls  his  doap 
Behind  the  bush  ;  and  very  near, 

Where  water  flows,  where  green  gra«i  grows, 
Song^rirrows  gently  sing,  "  Good  eheer  : " 

And,  beat  of  all,  through  twilight's  calm 
The  hermit-thrush  repeats  hia  psalm  ! 

How  much  I  'm  wishing  to  go  fc-flahing 
In  dajrs  so  sweet  with  muaio'a  balm  I 


T  is  not  a  proud  desire  of  mine ; 
I  ask  for  nothing  superflne  ; 

No  heavy  weight,  no  aalmon  great, 
To  break  the  record,  or  my  line  : 


A.y  AyoLEKs  HiMii  i.\  roir.v 

Only  an  idle  little  itreani, 
Who«e  nmher  waters  noftlj-  gitam, 

Where  I  may  waile,  tliri>ii|;li  wuodlnnd  ihado, 
And  cait  the  Hy,  and  luaf,  and  dnam  i 

Only  a  trout  or  two,  to  dart 

From  foaming  paol»,  and  try  my  art ! 

No  more  I  'm  wishing—  old-faihioned  fl«hing, 
And  just  a  day  on  Nature's  heart. 
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LITTLE   RIVERS 


A  RIVER  is  the  most  human  and  companion- 
able of  all  inanimate  things.  It  has  a  life,  a 
charaeter,  a  voice  of  its  own,  and  is  as  full  of 
good  fellowslii;)  as  a  sugav-maple  is  of  sap.  It 
can  talk  in  vai'ious  tones,  loud  or  low,  and  of 
many  subjects,  grave  and  gay.  Under  favour- 
able circunistanocs  it  will  even  make  a  shift  to 
sing,  not  in  a  fashion  that  can  be  reduced  to 
notes  and  set  down  in  black  and  white  on  a  sheet 
of  paper,  but  in  a  vague,  refreshing  manner,  and 
to  a  wandering  air  that  goes 

"  Over  the  hills  and  far  away." 

For  real  company  and  friendship,  there  is 
nothing  outside  of  the  animal  kingdom  that  is 
comparable  to  a  river. 

I  will  admit  that  a  very  good  case  can  be 
made  out  in  favour  of  some  other  objects  of  nat- 
ural affection.  For  example,  a  fair  apology  has 
been  offered  by  those  ambitious  persons  who 
have  fallen  in  love  with  the  sea.  But,  after  all, 
that  is  a  formless  and  disquieting  passion.  It 
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LITTLE  BIVESS 
lack,  solid  comfort  and  mutual  confidence.    The 
sea  .s  too  b,g  for  loving,  and  too  uncertain.     It 
W.11  n  t  fit  ,„t<,    „^  ^^^^^^^^_     j^  ^^  i 

sonahty  because  it  has  so  many.     It  ig  .  ^Zt 
abstraction.     You  might  as  weU  think  of  lot 

Z.nn'-"o  ""  'r:f''  '"^^  "«-  American 
woman.       One  would  be  more  to  the  puriK.se. 

Mountams  are  n.ore  satisfying  because  they 
are  n.ore  nuhvidual.  It  is  possible  to  feel  a  very 
^tro„gattaehn.entfor  certain  range  whose  out' 
l-ne  has  grown  familiar  to  our  eyes,  or  a  clear 
l-eak  that  has  looked  down,  day  after  day,  upon 
our  joys  and  sorrows,  moderating  our  passions 
with  ,ts  ca  m  aspect.     We  come  back  from  our 

mouI^•"  r,'  "^'"  °*  '"'='•  «  -"^"-known 
mountam  zs  hke  meeting  an  old  friend  un- 
changed.  But  it  is  a  one-sided  affection.  The 
mountau.  ,s  voiceless  and  imperturbable  ;  and  its 
very  loftmess  and  serenity  sometimes  make  us 
the  more  lonely. 

Trees  seem  to  come  closer  to  our  life.  Thev 
are  often  rooted  in  our  richest  feelings,  and  our 
sweetest  memories,  like  birds,  build  nests  in  their 
branches.  I  remember,  the  last  time  tl  I  saw 
James  Russell  Lowell,  (only  a  few  weeks  before 
his  musical  vo.ce  w..s  hushed,)  he  walked  out 
with  me  „,to  the  quiet  garden  at  Ehnwood  to 
say  good-bye  There  was  a  great  horse-chestnut 
tree  bes.de  the  house,  towering  above  the  gable 
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and  covered  with  blossoms  from  base  to  sum- 
mit, —  a  pyramid  of  green  supporting  a  thousand 
smaller  pyramids  of  white.  The  poet  looked  up 
at  it  with  his  gray,  pain-furrowed  face,  and  laid 
his  trembling  hand  upon  the  trunk.  "  I  planted 
the  nut,"  said  lie,  "  from  which  this  tree  grew. 
And  my  father  was  with  me  and  showed  me  how 
to  plant  it." 

Yes,  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said  in  behalf 
of  tree-worship;  and  when  I  recline  with  my 
friend  Tityrus  beneath  the  shade  of  his  favour- 
ite oak,  I  consent  in  his  devotions.  But  when  I 
invite  him  with  me  to  share  ray  orisons,  or  wan- 
der .alone  to  indulge  the  hixury  of  giatefid,  un- 
laborious  thought,  my  feet  turn  not  to  a  tree, 
but  to  the  bank  of  a  river,  for  there  the  nuisings 
of  solitude  find  a  friendly  accompaniment,  and 
human  intercourse  is  purified  and  sweetened  by 
the  flowing,  munnuring  water.  It  is  by  a  river 
tli.it  I  would  choose  to  make  love,  and  to  revive 
old  friendships,  iind  to  i)lay  with  the  children, 
and  to  confess  my  faults,  and  Ut  escape  from 
vain,  selfish  desires,  and  to  cleanse  my  mind 
from  all  the  false  and  foolish  things  that  mar 
the  joy  and  peace  of  living.  Like  David's  hart, 
I  pant  for  the  water-brooks,  and  would  follow 
the  advice  of  Seneca,  who  says,  "  Where  a  spring 
rises,  or  a  river  flows,  there  should  we  build 
altars  and  offer  sacrifices." 
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LITTLE  RIVERS 

The  personality  of  a  river  is  not  to  be  found 
in  its  water,  nor  in  its  bed,  nor  in  its  shore. 
Either  of  these  elements,  by  itself,  would  be 
nothing.  Confine  the  fluid  contents  of  the 
noblest  stream  in  a  walled  channel  of  stone,  and 
it  ceases  to  be  a  stream;  it  becomes  what 
Charles  Lamb  calls  "a  mockery  of  a  river  — 
a  liquid  artifice  — a  wretched  conduit."  But 
take  away  the  water  from  the  most  beautiful 
river-banks,  and  what  is  left?  An  ugly  road 
with  none  to  travel  it ;  a  long,  ghastly  soar  on 
the  ;    3om  of  the  earth. 

The  life  of   a  river,  like  that  of   a  human 
being,  consists  in  the  union  of  soul  and  body, 
the  water  and  the  banks.   They  belong  together. 
They  act  and   react  upon   each   other.      The 
stream  moulds  and  makes  the  shore ;  hollowing 
out  a,  bay  here,  and  building  a  long  point  there ; 
alluring  the  little  bushes  close  to  its  side,  and 
bending  the   tall  slim  trees  over   its  current ; 
sweeping  a  rocky  ledge  clean  of  everything  but 
moss,  and  sending  a  still  lagoon  full  of  white 
arrow-heads  and  rosy  knot-weed  far  back  into 
the  meadow.     Tiie  shore  guides  and  controls  the 
stream;  now  detaining  and  now  advancing  it; 
now  bending  it  in  a  hundred  sinuous  curves,  and 
now  speeding  it  straight  as  a  wild-bee  on  its 
homeward  flight ;  here  hiding  the  water  in  a  deep 
cleft  overhung  with  green  branches,  and  there 
12 
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gpreadingf  it  out,  like  a  mirror  framed  in  daisies, 
to  reflect  tlie  sky  and  tlie  clouds;  sometimes 
breaking  it  with  sudden  turns  and  unexpected 
falls  into  a  foam  of  musical  laughter,  sometimes 
soothing  it  into  a  sleepy  motion  like  the  flow  of 
a  dream. 

And  is  it  otherwise  with  the  men  and  women 
whom  we  know  and  like  ?  Docs  not  the  spirit 
influence  the  form,  and  the  form  affect  the 
spirit  ?  Can  we  divide  and  separate  them  in  our 
affections  ? 

I  am  no  friend  to  purely  psychological  attach- 
ments. In  some  unknown  future  they  may  be 
satisfying,  but  in  the  present  I  want  your  words 
and  your  voice,  with  your  thoughts,  your  looks 
and  your  gestures,  to  interpret  your  feelings. 
The  warm,  strong  grasp  of  Greatheart's  hand  is 
as  dear  to  me  as  the  steadfast  fashion  of  his 
friendships;  the  lively,  sparkling  eyes  of  the 
master  of  Rudder  Grange  charm  me  as  much  as 
the  nimbleness  of  his  fancy ;  and  the  firm  poise 
of  the  Hoosier  Schoolmaster's  shaggy  head  gives 
me  new  confidence  in  the  solidity  of  his  views 
of  life.  I  like  the  pure  tranquillity  of  Isabel's 
brow  as  well  as  her 

"  most  silver  flow 
Of  subtle-pacM  counsel  in  distress." 

The  soft  cadences  and  turns   in   my  lady  Ka- 

trina's  speech  draw  me  into  the  humour  of  her 

13 
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gentle  judgments  „f  ,„en  and  things.  The 
ouehes  of  .,„ai„tnes,  in  Angelica's  d«ss,  h^, 
folded  kercluef  and  sn.ooth-parted  hair,  see  „  to 
partake  of  herself,  and  enhance  n.y  adn.iration 
for  the  sweet  o»ler  of  her  thoughts  and  her  old- 
fashioned  i,  eals  of  love  and  duty.     Even  so  the 

tl.  nk  of  the  swift,  brown  flood  of  the  Batisoan 
without  Its  sliadowing  primeval  forests,  or  the 
crystal  ine  current  of  the  Bo,juet  without  its  beds 
<.f  pebbles  and  golden  sand  and  grassy  banks 
embroidered  witli  flowers. 

Every  country -or  at  least  every  country 
that  IS  fit  for  habitation -has  ifs  ovni  riverl 
and  every  „ver  has  its  own  quality;  and  it  is 
the  part  of  wisdom  to  know  an.l  love  as  manv 
as  you  can,  seeing  each  in  the  fairest  possible 
>ght  and  receiving  from  each  the  best  that  it 
has  to  give.     The  torrents  of  Norway  leap  down 
from  their  mountain  homes  with  plentiful  cata- 
raets,  and  nm  brief  but  glorio.is  races  to  the 
sea.     The  streams  of  England  move  smoothly 
through  green  fields  and  beside  ancient,  sleepy 
towns.     The  Scotch  rivers   brawl  through  the 
open  moorland  and  flash  along  steep  HigWand 
glens.     The  rivers  of  the  Alps  are  born  in  icy 
eaves  from  winch  they  issue  forth  with  furious, 
urbid  waters ;  but  when  their  anger  has  been 
forgotten  in  the  slumber  of  some  blue  lake,  they 
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flow  down  more  softly  to  nee  the  vinoyanls  of 
Friince  and  Ituly,  the  gray  ciistles  of  Germany, 
and  the  verdant    meadows    of    Holland.       Tho 
mighty  rivers  of  the  West  roll  their  yellow  floods 
thron^'h   broad   valleys,  or   jilnnge   down    dark 
I'ailons.     The  rivers  of  the  South  creep  under 
dim  arl)oreal  archways  heavy  with  banners  of 
waving  moss.     The  Delaware  and  the  Hudson 
and   the  Conneetient   are    the    children    of  the 
Catskills  and  tlie  Adirondacks  and  the  White 
Mountains,  cradled  among  the  forests  of  spruce 
and  hemlock,  playing  through  a  wild  woodland 
youth,  gathering  strength  from  muuberless  tribu- 
taries to  bear  their   great   burdens   of  lumber 
and  turn  the  wheels  of  many  mills,  issuing  from 
the  hilis  to  water  a  thousand  farms,  and  descend- 
ing at  last,  beside  new  cities,  to  the  ancient  sea. 
Every  river  that  flows  is  good,  and  has  some- 
thing  worthy  to  be  loved.     Hut  those  that  we 
love   most  are  always  the  ones   that  we  have 
known  best, —  the  stream  that  ran  before  our 
father's  door,  the  current  on  which  we  ventured 
our  first  boat  or  cast  our  first  fly,  the  brook  on 
whose  banks  we  first  j)ieked  the  twinflowcr  of 
young  love.     However  far  we  may  travel,  we 
come  back  to  Naaman's  state  of  mind :  "  /  a 
not  Abana  and  Pharj)ar,  rivers  of  Damascus, 
better  than  all  the  waters  of  Israel  ?  " 

It  is  with  rivers  as  it  is  with  peojjle:   the 
.IS 
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greatest  are  not  always  the  most  agreeable, 
nor  the  best  to  live  with.  Diogenus  must  have 
been  un  uncomfortable  bedfellow :  Antinoiis 
was  bored  to  death  in  the  society  of  the  Km- 
peror  Hadrian :  and  you  can  imagine  much 
better  conipuiiy  for  a  walking-trip  than  Napo- 
leon lk>na]iarte.  Seniiramis  was  a  lofty  ipieen, 
but  I  fancy  tliat  Ninux  had  more  than  one  bail 
quartcr-of-an-hour  witli  her :  and  in  "  the  spa- 
cious times  of  great  Elizabeth  "  there  was  many 
a  milkmaid  whom  the  wise  man  would  have 
chosen  for  his  friend,  before  the  royal  red- 
haired  virgin.  "  I  confess,"  says  the  poet  Cow- 
ley, "  I  love  Littleness  almost  in  all  things.  A 
little  convenient  Estate,  a  little  chearful  House, 
a  little  Company,  and  a  very  little  Feast,  and  if 
I  were  ever  to  fall  in  Love  again,  (wliich  is 
a  great  Passion,  and  therefore,  I  hojie,  I  have 
done  with  it,)  it  would  be,  I  think,  with  Pret- 
tiuess,  rather  than  with  Majestical  Beauty.  I 
would  neither  wish  that  my  Mistress,  nor  my 
Fortune,  should  be  a  Bona  Hoba,  as  Homer 
uses  to  describe  his  Beauties,  like  a  daughter  of 
great  Jnpiter  for  the  stateliness  and  largeness  of 
her  Person,  but  as  Lucretius  says : 

*  Panmta,  pumilw,  XaplTwv  /tiut  tota  merum  aal.*  '* 

Now  in  talking  about  women  it  is  prudent  to 
disguise  a  prejudice  like  this,  in  the  security  of 
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A  dead  lanjpiage,  anil  tu  untrench  it  behind  a 
fortress  of  rci)utiil<!u  iiutliurity.  But  in  lowlier 
and  li'SK  (liui^;t,Ti)U»  matters,  Biich  uh  we  are  now 
concerned  with,  one  may  dare  to  npcak  in  plain 
En;;lish.  I  am  all  fur  the  little  riverti.  Lt't 
those  who  will,  ihant  in  heroio  verse  thu  renown 
of  Amaitiin  and  Mis!ii!tsi|>pi  and  Niagara,  hnt 
my  proso  shall  flow  —  or  straggle  along  at  sueli 
a  pace  as  thu  prosaiu  muse  may  grant  mo  to 
attain  —  in  praise  of  Bt^averkill  and  Ncvcr- 
sink  and  Swiftnatcr,  of  Saranau  and  Ra<ini,'tto 
and  Ausahlc,  of  Allegasli  and  Aroostook  and 
Moose  Kiver.  "  Whene'er  I  take  my  walks 
abroad,"  it  sliall  be  to  trace  the  clear  Ranma 
from  its  rise  on  the  J'JcId  to  its  rest  in  the 
fjord ;  or  to  follow  the  Ericht  and  the  Ilalla- 
dalo  through  the  heatlier.  The  Ziller  and  the 
Sulzach  shall  be  my  guides  through  the  Tyrol ; 
the  Rotha  and  the  Dove  shall  lead  me  into  the 
heart  of  England.  My  sacrificial  flames  shall 
be  kindled  with  birch-bark  along  the  wooded 
stillwaters  of  tlie  Penobscot  and  the  Peribonca, 
and  my  libations  drawn  fro::i  the  pure  current 
of  the  Ristigouelie  and  tlie  Amjwrsand,  and  my 
altar  of  remeinlirancc  shall  rise  upon  the  rocks 
beside  the  falls  of  Sebooniok. 

I  will  set  my  affections  upon  rivers  that  are 
not  too  great  for  intimacy.     And  if  by  chance 
any  of  these  little  ones  have  also  become  famous, 
17 
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like  the  Tweed  a„d  the  Thnn.es  an.l  the  Arno,  1 
at  leant  will  p,„ise  them,  U-eau»c  they  are  .till 
at  heart  little  rivem. 

If  an  o|i«n  fire  it,  ns  Charle-.  Du.lk.y  Warner 
8»>",  the  eye  of  a  nmiii ;  then  surely  a  little 
nver  may  be  ealh.,1  the  mouth,  tlie  mo»texi.re«. 
Hive  feature,  .,f  .t  h.n.lHcajH..  It  animate,  an.l 
eiilivens  the  whole  seene.  Even  a  railway  jour- 
m-y  iHvomes  tolerahl.-  when  the  traek  folloWH 
the  course  of  a  running  stream. 

What  charniinK  Kl'm|.8<-9  you  eatch  from  tl... 
wMulow  as  the  train  winds  along  the  valley  of 
the  French  Broad  from  Asheville,  or  climbs  the 
southern  Catskills  l,..si,le  the  .Esopus,  or  sli.les 
down  the  Pusterthal  with  the  Ki.nz,  or  follows 
tl.e  Olonnnen  and  the  Quia  from  Christiania  to 
Ihron.lhjem.     Here  is  a  mill  with  its  dripping, 
lazy  wheel,  the  type  of  soiunolent  industry  ;  an.l 
there  is  a  white  ca."-a.Ie,  foaming  in  silent  pan- 
tonnme  as  the  train  clatters  by;   and  here  is  a 
long,  still  pool  with  the  eows  standing  knee-deep 
m  the  water  and  swinging  their  tails  in  calm 
indifference  to  the  passing  world ;  an.l  there  is 
a  lone  fisherman  sitting  n|x,„  a  rock,  rapt  in 
contemplation  of  the  jxiint  of  his  rod.     For  a 
moment  you  become  the  ,,artner  ..f  his  tranquil 
enterprise.     Yon  turn  aroun.l,  you  crane  your 
neck  to  get   the   last   sight  of   his   motionless 
angle.     You  do  not  know  what  kind  of  fish  ho 
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expects  to  catoli,  n,,,.  what  species  of  I.ait  he  is 
using,  hut  at  l,.ast  you  pray  tliat  lie  may  liave 
a  hite  hcfoie  the  train  swirigs  arounil  the  next 
curve.  And  if  perchance  your  wisli  is  -ranted, 
and  you  .e(!  liini  gravely  draw  some  ui'dviiown, 
lehietant,  sliining  reward  of  ])atienee  from  tlie 
water,  you  feel  like  .s«i«j.i„g  your  hat  from  the 
wnidow  and  crying  out  "(iood  luek!" 

ivittle    rivers   seem   to   have    the    indefinahl,' 
'I'l'ility  that    belongs  to  certain    ix.ojJe  in   the 
world,  — the  ])ower  of  drawing  attention  with- 
out courting  it,  the  faculty  of  exciting  interest 
hy  their  very  presence  and  way  of  doing  things. 
The  most  fascinating  part 'of  a  city  or  town 
IS  that  through  which  the  water  flows.     Idlers 
always  choose  a  bridge  for  their  place  of  medi- 
tation when  they  can  get  it ;  and,  failing  that, 
you  will  find  them  sitting  on  the  edge  of  a  <]May 
or  embankment,  with  their  feet  hanging  over  the 
water.     AVhat  a  pi(pi.int  mingling  of  indolence 
and  vivac^ity  you   can  enjoy  by  the  river-si  i.  ! 
Th..  best  |)oint  of  view  in  Konie.  to  my  taste,  is 
the  I'onte  San  Angelo ;  and  in  Florence  or  Pisa 
I  never  tire  of  loafing  along  the  Lung'  Arno. 
\  ou  do  not  know  London  until  vou  have  seen  it 
from  the  Thames.     And  you  will  miss  the  charm 
of  Cambri.lge  unless  you  take   a  little  boat  and 
SO  drifting  on  the  jilacid  Cam,  beneath  the  bend- 
ing trees,  along  the  backs  of  the  colleges. 
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But  the  real  way  to  know  a  little  river  is  not 
to  glance  at  it  here  or  there  in  the  course  of  a 
hasty  journey,  nor  to  become  acquainted  with 
it  after  it  has  been  partly  civilized  and  partly 
sjioiled  by  too  close  contact  with  the  works  of 
man.  You  must  go  to  its  native  haunts;  you 
must  see  it  in  youth  and  freedom  ;  you  must 
accommodate  yourself  to  its  i)ace,and  give  your- 
self to  its  iniluence,  and  follow  its  nieanderings 
whithersoever  they  may  lead  you. 

Now,  of  this  pleasant  pastime  there  are  three 
principal  forms.      You  may  go  as  a  walker,  tak- 
ing  the  river-side   j.atli,  or   making  a  way  for 
yourself  through  the  tangleil  thickets  or  across 
the  open  meadows.     You  may  go  as   a  sailor, 
launching  your  light  canoe  on  tlie  swift  current 
and  committing  yourself  for  a  day,  or  a  week, 
or  a  month,  to  tlie  delightful   uncertainties   of 
a  voyage  through  the  forest.     You  may  go  as 
a  wader,    stepping  into   the  stream  and   going 
down  with  it,  through  rapids  and  shallows  and 
deeper  pools,  until  you  come  to  the  end  of  your 
courage  and  the  daylight.     Of  these  three  ways 
I  know  not  which  is  best.     But  in  all  of  them 
the  essential  thing  is  that  you  must  be  willing 
and  glad  to  be  led ;  you  nmst  take  the  little 
river  for  your  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend. 

And  what  a  good  guidance  it  gives  you.   How 
cheerfuUy  it  lures  you  on  into  the  secrets  of 
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field  and  wood,  and  'oriiigs  you  acquainted  with 
the  birds  and  the  flowers.  The  stream  can  show 
you,  better  than  any  other  teacher,  how  nature 
works  her  enchantments  with  colour  and  music. 
Go  out  to  the  Beaver-kill 

"  In  the  tiisAel-time  of  spring," 

and  follow  its  briniiiiing  waters  through  the  bud- 
ding forests,  to  that  corner  which  we  call  tlie 
Painter's  Camp.  Sec  how  the  banks  are  all  en- 
amelled with  the  pale  hepatica,  the  painted  tril- 
lium,  and  the  delicate  pink-veined  s])ring  beauty. 
A  little  later  in  the  year,  when  the  ferns  are 
uncurling  their  long  fronds,  the  troops  of  blue 
and  white  violets  will  come  dancing  down  to 
the  edge  of  the  stream,  and  ereei)  venturously  out 
to  tlie  very  end  of  that  long,  moss-covered  log 
in  the  water.  Before  these  have  vanished,  the 
yellow  crow-foot  and  the  cinquefoil  will  appear, 
followed  by  the  star-grass  and  the  loose-strife 
and  the  golden  St.  John's-wort.  Then  the  un- 
seen painter  begins  to  mix  the  royal  colour  on 
his  palette,  and  the  red  of  the  bee-balm  catches 
your  eye.  If  you  are  lucky,  you  may  find,  in 
midsunmier,  a  slender  fragrant  spike  of  the 
purple-fringed  orchis,  and  you  cannot  help  find- 
ing the  universal  self-heal.  Yellow  returns  in 
the  drooping  flowers  of  the  jewel-v/eed,  and  blue 
repeats  itself  in  the  trembling  hare-bells,  and 
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scarlet  is  glorified  in  the  flaming  robe  of  the 
.■arcln,al-flower.     Later  .still,  the  .sunnuer  closes 
>"  a  splendour   of   bloom,  with   gentians    and 
asters  and  goldenrod. 

You  never  get  so  close  to  the  birds  as  when 
yon  are  wading  quietly  down  a  little  river,  cast- 
mg  your  i\y  deftly  under   the  branches  for  the 
wary  trout,  l-ut  ever  on  the  lookout  for  all  the 
various  pleasant   things  that  nature  has  to  be- 
stow upon  you.     Here  yon  sludl  come  npon  the 
<at.bird  at  her  morning  bath,  and  hear  her  sin- 
■a  .-i   clump  of  i)us.sy-willows,  that  low,  tend.'r' 
•onfidential  song  whicli  she  keeps  for  the  hours 
..1  domestic  intimacy.     The  spotte.l    sandj.iper 
will  run  along  tlie   stones  before   yon,  crying- 
-  irff./ret,  vct/cet/"  and  bowing  and  teeterin"- 
in  the  friendliest  manner,  as  if  to  show  you  the 
«-ay  to  the  b..st  pools.     In  the  thi.'k  branches 
ot  the  hemlocks  that  stretch  across  the  stream 
the  tiny  warblers,  dressed  in  a  hundred  colonics' 
chirp  and  twitter  confidingly  above  your  head  • 
and  the  lAfaryland  yellow-throat,  flittinn-  throii..!,' 
the  bushes  like  a  little  gleam  of  sunlight,  calls 
'•vHtclwnj,  leitcliery,   witchery !"      Tliat  iilain- 
tive,  forsaken,   persistent  note,  never  ceasing, 
'•veil   in   the   noonday  silence,  comes   from  the 
wood-pcwec,  droojiing  upon  the  bough  of  some 
l"gh  tree,  and  comiilaining,  like  Mariana  in  the 
moated  grange,  "  w-cr,)',/,  wennj,  weanj .'" 
2-2. 
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When  the  btream  runs  out  into  the  ohl  clear- 
ing, or  down  tiiroii','li  the  pasture,  you  find  other 
and  livelier  birds,  —  the  robin,  with  liis  sharp, 
saucy  call  and  breathless,  merry  warble  ;  the 
bluebird,  witli  his  notes  of  pure  gladness,  and 
the  oriole,  with  Iiis  wild,  flexible  whistle  ;  the 
eliewinlf,  bustlin<;  aliout  in  the  thiclcet,  talliing 
to  liis  sweetlieart  in  Frencli, '•  r/irnV.  cher'ie.'" 
and  the  song-sparrow,  perelied  on  his  favourite 
limb  of  a  young  maple,  close  beside  the  water, 
and  singing  liai)pily,  through  sunshine  and 
througli  rain.  Tliis  is  the  true  bird  of  the 
brook,  after  all,  the  winged  spirit  of  cheerful- 
ness and  contentment,  the  patron  saint  of  little 
rivers,  tlie  fisherman's  friend.  lie  seems  to 
enter  into  your  sport  witli  his  good  wishes,  and 
for  an  hour  at  a  time,  while  you  are  trying  every 
fly  in  your  book,  from  a  black  gnat  to  a  white 
miller,  to  entice  the  crafty  old  trout  at  the  foot 
of  the  meadow-pool,  the  song-sparrow,  close 
above  you,  will  be  chanting  patience  .and  en- 
couragement. And  when  at  last  success  crowns 
your  endeavour,  and  the  parti-coloured  prize  is 
glittering  in  your  net,  the  bird  on  the  bough 
breaks  out  in  an  ecstasy  of  congratulation : 
"  catch  'Im,  catch  'im,  catch  Hm  ;  oh,  ichat  a 
\>rctty  fclloii' .'    sweet !  " 

There  .are  other  birds  that  seem  to  have  a  very 
different  temper.     The  blue-jay  sits  high  uj)  in 
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the  withered-pine  tree,  bobbing  up  and  down, 
and  calling  to  his  mate  in  a  tone  of  affected 
sweetness,  '■'  »(tlutc-Iici\  sahUc-fier."  but  when 
you  come  in  sight  he  flies  away  witli  a  harsh  cry 
of  '■^ thkf,  thirf,  thief!"  The  kingfisher,  ruf- 
fling his  crest  in  solitary  pride  on  the  end  of  a 
dead  branch,  darts  down  the  stream  at  your 
approach,  winding  up  his  reel  angrily  as  if  he 
despised  you  for  interrupting  his  fishing.  And 
the  cat-bird,  that  sang  so  charmingly  while  she 
thought  herself  unobserved,  now  tries  to  scare 
you  away  by  screaming  ".'i«afo,  anake.'" 

As  evening  draws  near,  and  the  light  beneath 
the  trees  grows  yellower,  and  the  air  is  full  of 
filmy  insects  out  for  their  last  dance,  the  voice 
of  the  little  river  becomes  louder  and  more  dis- 
tinct. The  true  poets  have  often  noticed  this 
apparent  increase  in  the  sound  of  fiowing  waters 
at  nightfall.  Gray,  in  one  of  his  letters,  speaks 
of  "  hearing  the  murmur  of  many  waters  not  au- 
dible in  the  daytime."  Wordswcrth  repeats  the 
same  thought  almost  in  the  sam'j  words : 

"A  soft  .and  lullitip  sound  '3  heard 
Of  streams  inaudible  by  lay." 

And  Tennyson,  in  the  valley  of  Cauteretz,  tells 
of  the  river 


"  Deepening  bis  voice  with  deepening  of  the  night." 

It  is   in   this   mystical  hour  that  you    will 
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hear  the  most  celestial  and  entrancing  of  all  bird- 
notes,  the  songs  of  the  thrushes,  —  the  hermit, 
and  the  woo<l-tlinisli,  and  the  veery.  Sometimes, 
but  not  often,  you  will  see  the  singers.  I  re- 
member once,  at  the  close  of  a  beautiful  day's 
fishing  on  the  Swiftwater,  I  came  out  just  after 
sunset  into  a  little  open  space  in  an  elbow  of 
the  stieaiu.  It  was  still  early  sjjring,  and  the 
leaves  were  tiny.  On  tlie  top  of  a  small  sumac, 
not  thirty  feet  away  from  me,  sat  a  veery.  I 
could  see  the  pointed  spots  upon  his  breast,  the 
swelling  of  his  white  throat,  and  the  sparkle  of 
his  eyes,  as  he  poured  his  whole  heart  into  a 
long  litpiid  chant,  tlie  clear  notes  rising  and 
falling,  echoing  ami  interlacing  in  endless  curves 
of  sound, 

"  Orb  within  orb.  ijitrii'ate,  wonderful." 

Other  bird-songs  can  be  translated  into  words, 
but  not  this.  There  is  no  interpretation.  It  is 
music,  —  as  Sidney  Lanier  defines  it, 

'*  Love  in  search  of  a  word." 

But  it  is  not  only  to  the  real  life  of  birds 
and  flowers  that  the  little  rivers  introduce  you. 
They  lead  you  often  into  familiarity  with  human 
nature  in  undress,  rejoicing  in  the  liberty  of  old 
clothes,  or  of  none  at  all.  People  do  not  minee 
along  the  banks  of  streams  in  patent-leather 
shoes  or  crepitating  silks.  Corduroy  and  home- 
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"l-un  «n.I  flannel  are  tl..,  .,t.,ffs  that  Huit  tl.i, 
-•'■S.O";  ami  th.  fre4uc.„t..,s  of  ,1.,,.,,.  paths  go 
*l»'-.'  natn,al  jjaits.  in  calf-sUin  .„■  ml,],,.,.  booU. 
or  barefoot,.,.  Th,.  .ir,ll„.,f  ..onventionulity  i. 
la..l  asulo,  an.l  the  .VUu  rise  with  the  Hpirits 

A  strean.  that  flow,  throng],  a  country  of  n„- 
lan,l  farms  w,ll  show  yo,,  n.any  a  pretty  hit  of 

f"ot  of  tho  k.tehen  Rar.l..n,  an.l  the  tubs  are  ,  -t 
..pon  a  f,.w  planks  ,.lose  to  the  water,  an.I  the 
farmers  .langhfrs,  with  bare  arms  an,l  ™wns 
t"ik..,l  ..p.  are  wringinff  ont  the  elothes.  Do 
y<n  reniemlu.rwhat  happen,.,l  to  Halpb  I'edeu  in 
ft"  !:  o  ']'!"^"""'-'  «■'»■''  l'«  came  on  a  seene 
I'k;'  this?  llo  tumUe,l  at  onee  into  love  with 
\\  .nsome  Charteris,- an.l  far  over  his  head. 

Ami  what  a  pleasant  thing  it  is  to  see  a  little 
oonntry  la,l  n.linj;  one  of  the  plongh-horses  to 
wa t,.r,  t  „nnp„,g  his  nake.l  heels  against  the  ribs 
of  h.ssiolul  «t,.e.l,  an,l  pulling  har,I  on  the  hal- 
ter  as  ,f  ,t  were  the  bri.Ile  of  Buoephalus'     Or 
I'erha],s   it   is  a   riotous  company   of  boys   that 
Imve  eon.e  ,lown  to  the  ol.l  swimming-hole,  an.I 
are  now  splashing  and  gan.bolling  through  the 
water   ,ke  a  .Irove  of  white  seals  very  nu.eh  sun- 
-"•ned.     lou    had    hope.l    to  ..at.h   a   goo.Dy 
trout  in  that  hole,  but  what  of  that  '>    The  si-ht 
"f  a  harmless  hour  of  mirth  is  better  than  a  iTsL 
any  day.  ' 
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Pos8il)ly  you  will  overtiik.-  another  fisluTinan 
on  th..  stri-ain.     It  .,iny  he  „„e  of  thow  fabuluiis 
comitry.u..ii,  with  l„„;j  ,.i,Iar  poU.s  and  be(U-or.l 
lines  ;  who  aio  conniioiily  reiwrted  to  catch  sueh 
enormous  strings  of  fish,  but  who  rarely,  so  far 
as  my  observation  goes,  do  anything  more  than 
(ill  their  jwekets  with  fingcrlings.     The  trained 
angler,  who  uses  the  finest  tackle,  and  drops  his 
Hy  on  the  water  as  accurately  as  Henry  .lames 
l-laecs  a  word  in  a  story,  is  the  man  wlio  takes 
the  most  and  the  laigest  fish  in  the   long  run. 
I'erhaps  the  fisherman  ahead  of  you  is  su(  Ii  an 
one,  —  a  man  whom  you  have  known  in  town  as 
a  lawyer  or  a  doctor,  a  merchant  or  a  jjreaeher, 
going  about  his  business  in  the  hidious  respect- 
ability of  a  high  silk  hat  and  a  long  black  coat. 
How  good  it  is  to  see  him  now  in  the  free<lom 
of  a  flannel  shirt  and  a  broad-brimmed  gray  felt 
with  flies  stuck  around  the  band. 

In  Professor  John  Wilson's  Esmyl^  Critical 
and  Imaginutivc,  there  is  a  brilliant  description 
of  a  bii.hoj)  fishing,  which  I  am  sure  is  neither 
miaginative  nor  critical.  "Thus  a  bishop,  sans 
wig  and  petticoat,  in  a  hairy  cap,  black  jacket, 
corduroy  breeclics  and  leathern  leggins,  creil  oi: 
back  and  rod  in  hand,  sallying  from  his  palace, 
nnpatientto  reach  a  famous  salmon-cast  ere  tiic 
sun  leave  his  cloud,  .  .  .  appears  not  only  a 
pdlar  of  his  churdi,  but  of  his  kind,  and  in  such 
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a  costume  i»  manifestly  on  the  high  road  to  Can- 
terbury anil  the  Kingdora-Coinc."  I  liavc  had 
the  gocKl  luck  to  a«e  quite  a  number  of  bii(lioi)8, 
parocliial  and  diocesan,  in  that  style,  and  the 
vision  has  always  dissolved  my  doubts  in  regard 
to  the  validity  of  their  chiim  to  tlie  true  aiWHt'Jio 
succession. 

Men's  "  little  ways  "  are  usually  more  inter- 
esting, and  often  more  iustruetive  than  tlieir 
grand  manners.  When  they  are  off  guard,  they 
fre(iueutly  show  to  better  advantage  tlmn  when 
they  are  on  parade.  I  get  more  pleasure  out  of 
Uoswell's  Jiilinnon  than  I  do  out  of  Jiasselan 
or  T/ie  ItamUer.  The  Little  Flowers  of  St. 
Francis  appear  to  me  far  more  precious  tlmn 
the  most  learned  German  and  Frencli  analyses 
of  his  character.  There  is  a  passage  in  Jona- 
than Edwards'  Personal  Nurratii-e,  about  a  cer- 
tain walk  that  he  took  in  the  fields  near  his 
father's  hous  ■  .,  'ossoming  of  the  flowers 
in  the  spni;  i  ;■•  i  Jd  not  exchange  for 
the  whole  of  hii  Ui  .-;■.  cation  On  the  Freedom 
of  the  Will.  And  the  very  best  thing  of 
Charles  Darwin's  that  I  know  is  a  bit  from  a 
letter  to  his  wife :  "  At  last  1  feii  asleep,"  says 
he,  "  on  the  grass,  and  awoke  with  a  chorus  of 
birds  singing  around  me,  and  squirrels  running 
up  the  tree,  and  some  woodpeckers  laughing; 
and  it  was  as  pleasant  and  rural  a  scene  as  ev«r 
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nfT'v"f  ^  ^l'^  "°*  ""'■"  °"'  p^'^-'y  '""^  any 

ot  the  birds  or  beasts  had  been  forniod." 

Little  rivers  luive  small  responsibilities.  Thev 
are  not  expeeted  to  bear  h„ge  navies  on  their 
breast  or  supply  a  hundred-thousand  horse-power 
to  the  factories  of  a  monstrous  town.  Neither 
do  you  come  to  them  hoping  to  draw  out  Levi- 
atban  with  a  hook.  It  is  enough  if  they  run  a 
harmless  amiable  course,  and  keep  the  groves 
and  fields  green  and  fresh  along  their  banks, 
and  oifer  a  happy  alternation  of  nimble  rapids 
and  quiet  pools, 

"With  here  ami  there  a  I,„ty  trout, 
And  here  and  there  a  grayling." 

When  you  set  out  to  explore  one  of   these 
minor  streams  in  your  canoe,  you  have  no  inten- 
tion of  epoch-making  discoveries,  or   thrillino- 
and  world-famous  adventures.  You  float  placidlv 
down  the  long  stiUwaters,  and  make  your  «av 
patiently  through  the  tangle  of  fallen  trees  that 
block  the  stream,  and  run  the  smaller  falls,  and 
carry  your  boat  around  the  larger  ones,  with  no 
loftier  ambition  than   to  reach  a  good  camp- 
ground before  dark  and  to  pass  the  intervenimr 
hours  pleasantly,  "without  ofFence  to  God  or 
man."     It  is  an  agreeable   and  advantageous 
frame  of  mind  for  one  who  has  done  his  fair 
share  of  work  in  the  world,  and  is  not  inclined 
to  grumble  at  his  wages.    There  are  few  moods 
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m  which  we  are 


more 


ptiblc  of 


!  susce])) 
struction ;  and  I  suspect  there  are  many  tern- 
pers  and  attitudes,  often  called  virtuous,  in 
which  the  human  sjiirit  ajjpears  less  tolerable  in 
the  sight  of  Heaven. 

It  is  not  required  of  every  man  and  woman 
to  he,  or  to  do,  somcthinsr  gi-eat ;   most  of  us 
must  content  ourselves  with  taking  small  i>arts 
111  the  chorus,  as  far  as  possible  without  <liscoi-d, 
Shall  we  have  no  little   lyrics  because  Homer 
and  Dante  have  written  ei)ics  ?    And  because  we 
have  heard  the  great  organ  at  Freiburg,  shall 
the  sound  of  Kathi's  zither  in  the  alpine  hut 
please  us  no  more  ?    Even  those  who  have  great- 
ness thrust  upon  them  will  do  well  to  lay  the 
burden  down  now  and  then,  and  congratulate 
themselves  that  they  are  not  altogether  answer- 
able for  the  conduct  of  the  niiiverse,  or  at  least 
not  all  the  time.     "I  reckon,"  said  a  cow-boy 
to  me  one  day,  as  we  were  riding  through  the 
Bad  Lan.ls  of  Dakota,  "  there 's  some  one  bigger 
than  me,  running  this  outfit.     He  can  'tend  to 
It  well  enough,  while  I  smoke  my  pipe  after  the 
round-up." 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  taking  ourselves 
and  the  world  too  seriouslv.  or  at  any  rate  too 
anxiously.  Half  of  the  secular  unrest  and  dis- 
mal, profane  sadness  of  modern  society  comes 
from  the  vain  idea  th.it  every  man  is  bound  to 
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be  a  critic  of  life,  and  to  let  no  day  pass  with- 
out iiudin<;  some  fault  with  the  general  order  of 
things,  or  projecting  some  plan  for  its  improve- 
ment. And  t!.e  other  half  comes  from  the 
greedy  notion  that  a  man's  life  does  consist, 
after  all,  in  the  abundance  ot  the  things  that 
he  posscsscth,  and  that  it  is  somehow  or  other 
more  respectable  and  j)ious  to  be  always  ;it  work 
making  a  larger  living,  than  it  is  to  lie  on  your 
back  in  the  green  jiastures  and  beside  the  still 
waters,  and  tliank  God  that  you  are  alive. 

Com^,  then,  my  gentle  reader,  (for  by  this 
time  you  see  that  this  chapter  is  only  a  preface 
in  disguise,  —  a  declaration  of  principles  or  the 
want  of  them,  an  apology  or  a  defence,  as  you 
choose  to  take  it,)  and  if  we  are  agreed,  let  us 
walk  together ;  but  if  not,  let  us  part  here  with- 
out ill-will. 

You  shall  not  be  deceived  in  this  book.  It 
is  nothing  but  a  handful  of  rustic  variations  on 
the  old  tune  of  "  Kest  and  be  thankful,"  a  rec- 
ord of  unconventional  travel,  a  pilgrim's  scrip 
with  a  few  bits  of  blue-sky  philosophy  in  it. 
There  is,  so  far  as  I  know,  very  little  useful  in- 
formation and  absolutely  no  criticism  of  the  uni- 
verse to  be  found  in  this  volume.  So  if  you 
are  what  Izaak  Walton  calls  "a  severe,  sour- 
coniplexioned  man,"  you  would  better  carry  it 
back  to  the  bookseller,  and  get  your  money 
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ag^in,  if  he  will  give  it  to  you,  and  go  your  way 
rejoicing  after  your  own  melancholy  fashion. 

But  if  you  care  for  plain  pleasures,  and  in- 
formal company,  and  friendly  observations  on 
men  and  things,  (and  a  few  true  fish-stories,) 
then  perhaps  you  may  find  something  here  not 
unworthy  your  perusal.  And  so  I  wish  that 
your  winter  fire  may  burn  clear  and  bright 
while  you  read  these  pages ;  and  that  the  sum- 
mer days  may  be  fair,  and  the  fisli  may  rise 
merrily  to  your  fly,  whenever  you  follow  one  of 
these  little  rivers. 


A  LEAF  OF  SPEARMINT 
RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  BOY  AND  A  ROD 


It  PuszUt  ftu  no^v,  that  I  rfimemher  alt  these  young  imfiressions  so,  if. 
cause  I  took  ho  hted  of  them  at  the  time  whatever  ;  aud  yet  they  comt 
upon  me  bright,  when  nothing  else  is  et-ident  in  the  gray  Jog  of  expert- 
tnci.  —  K.  D.  Blackmore  :  I.orHa  Doant, 
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Of  all  the  faculties  of  the  hun.an  mina,  ,„em. 
ovy  m  the  one  that  is  most  ea.sily  led  by  the  nose. 
Ihere  is  a  secret  power  in  the  sense  of  smell 
vhich  draws  the  n.ind  backward  into  thepleusant 
land  ot  old  tunes. 

If  you  could  paint  a  picture  cf  n^eumry  in 
the  s>-,nl,ohcal  n.anner  of  Qna.les's  l:„Mems  it 
should  represent  a  >nau  travelling  the  highway 
«.th  a  dusty  pack  upon  his  shoul.lers,  and  stoop- 
■"SO  draw  in  a  long,  sweet  breath  from  the 
sn.all,  declared,  golden-hearte.l  flower- of  an  old- 
tusluoned  rose-tree  straggling  tln-ough  the  fence 
of  a  neglccte<I  garden.    Or  perhaps,  for  a  choice 
of  emblen,s,  you  woul.l  better  take  a  yet  more 
homely  and  fannliar  scent:  the  cool  fragrance 
on,  .csdnfting  through  the  June  morning  from 
the  ol,l  bu«h  that  stands  between  the  kitchen 
'loor  and  the  well ;  the  warm  layer  of  pun.  nt 
-rnafe  air  that  floats  over  the' tansyiedt; 
11  July  „     „     the  .Irowsy  dew  of  odour  that 
ah    fron.    the    big  bahn-of-Gilead  tree  by  the 
roadsuleas  you  are  driving  hon.eward  through 
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the  twilight  of  August ;  or,  best  of  all,  the  clean, 
spicy,  unexpected,  unniistakable  smell  of  a  bed 
of  speaiiiiint  —  that  is  the  bed  whereon  memory 
loves  to  lie  and  dream  I 

Why  not  choose  mint  as  the  symbol  of  ic- 
nieiubranee  ?  It  is  the  true  spice -tree  of  our 
Northern  clime,  the  myrrh  and  frankincense  of 
the  land  of  lingering  snow.  When  its  perfume 
rises,  the  shrines  of  the  past  are  unveiled,  and 
the  magical  rites  of  reminiscence  begin. 


I 


Yon  are  fishing  down  the  Swiftwater  in  the 
early  Spring.  In  a  shallow  pool,  which  tlic 
drought  of  summer  will  .soon  change  into  dry 
land,  you  see  the  i)ale-green  shoots  of  a  little 
plant  tlu-usting  themselves  up  between  the  i)eb- 
bles,  and  just  beginning  to  overtop  the  falling 
water.  You  pluck  a  leaf  of  it  as  you  turn  out 
of  the  stream  to  find  a  comfortable  place  for 
lunch,  and,  rolling  it  between  your  fingers  to  .see 
whether  it  smells  like  a  good  salad  for  your 
bread  and  cheese,  you  discover  suddenly  that  it 
is  new  mint.  For  the  rest  of  that  day  you  are 
bewitched ;  you  follow  a  stream  that  runs  through 
tlie  country  of  Auld  Lang  Syne,  and  fill  your 
creel  with  the  recollections  of  a  boy  and  a  rod. 

And  yet,  strangely  enough,  you  cannot  recall 
the  boy  himself  at  all  distinctly.     There  is  only 
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the  faintest  image  of  him  on  the  endless  roll  of 
films  that  has  been  wouiul  through  your  mental 
camera :  and  in  the  very  si>ots  wliero  his  small 
figure  should  apjjear,  it  seems  as  if  the  pietures 
were  always  light-struck.  Just  a  blur,  and  the 
dim  outline  of  a  new  eap,  or  a  well-lieloveil 
jacket  with  extra  imckets,  or  a  much-hated  pair 
of  copper-toed  shoes  — that  is  all  you  can  see. 

But  the  people  that  the  boy  saw,  the  conijian- 
ions  who  lielped  or  hindered  him  in  his  adven- 
tures, tlie  sid)llme  and  marvellous  scenes  among 
tlie  Catskills  and  the  Adirondaeks  and  the  Green 
Mountains,  in  the  midst  of  which  he  lived  and 
moved  and  had  his  siunmer  holidays  —  all  tliese 
standout  sharp  and  clear,  as  the  "  Bab  Ballads  " 
say, 

"  Photograpliioslly  lined 
On  tin)  tiibleta  of  yuur  mind." 

And  most  vivid  do  these  scenes  and  people  be- 
come when  the  vague  and  irrecoverable  boy  who 
walks  among  them  carries  a  rod  over  his  shoul- 
der, and  you  detect  the  soft  bulginess  of  wet  fish 
about  his  clothing,  and  perhaps  the  tail  of  a  big 
one  emerging  from  his  pocket.  Then  it  seems 
almost  as  if  these  were  things  that  had  really 
happened,  and  of  which  you  yourself  were  a  great 
part. 

The   rod   was  a  rewR-d,  yet  not  exactly  of 
merit.     It  was   an  instiimient  of   education  in 
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the  hand  of  a  fath.r  !,.«,  i,„liH..,.i„Mnato  than 
feolo,„on,  who  ..hos,.  to  i„t,...,„.ct  the  t.xt  in   a 
"fw  way,  and  j.ref.,.,..,!  (o  ..d,„,,t„  his  child  by 
enoour„g,„g  J,;,,,  ;,.  j,,,,,,,,,,^  ^,,,_.^.,_  ^^_.^_  ^^^J_ 

less  and    whol.son.e,  ,„1,„,  t,„.„  ,     ,,,„,^j^i 
h  m  W  ,„.,..„..,  which    would   likely  c„o„«h 
nc  e,  have  been  thought  of.  if  ,l,..j.  ,.„,,  „„,  ,„.^„ 
^..•..ddc„.     The  boy  enjoyed  this  kiud  of  father 
at  the  tune  an.l  later  he  cauie  to  undr-stand. 

'"••■■tance  ,n  all  the  treasury  of  nuearned  bless 
jnss.  f'.'--;"ft.T  all.  the  love,  the  patience,  tlu. 
K.ml  y  w,sdr„„  of  „  grown  n.an  who  can  ent^-r 
.'.to  the  perplexities  an.l  turbulent  in.pulses  of 
a  boy  s  heart,  and  give  him  cheerful  conn.auion- 

«hr,.,andleadhimonbyfreeandjoyf,llwa;^ 

..  know  and  choose  the  things  that  a^e  pure  ami 

lovely  and  of  good  report,  „.ake  as  fair  an  ima^e 

as  we  can  find  of  that  loving,  patient  Wisd.^n' 

«h,eh  must  be  .above  us  all  if  any  good  is  to 
come  out  of  our  childish  race. 

.  ^"'^  ""■"  ."■•■"'  t''"  ^^■••y  ".  which  the  boy  can,c 
nto  possession  of  his  un.lre.ided  ro,l.  He  was 
.y  nature  „n,l  heredity  one  of  those  pr<.destine.l 
.ghT.s  whom  I.aak  Walton  tersely  describes  as 
horn  so.  •  His  earliest  passion  was  fishin,^ 
1  isfavountc  passage  in   Il„ly  n^rit  was  th.; 

sea  and  pulls  out  a  great  fish  at  the  fir.t  cast 
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nnt  IiitluMto  l.i,  passion  Imd  been  in.lulced 
umlercl,ftc»lti..H_«.itl,  hnprovlse.l  ai,,.a.at.H„f 
cut  poH  a>.,l  Hal-by  ,,i„ee,s  „f  strinj..  „„.l  bent 
I-ms,  which  alway.  failcl  to   hol.l  the  biggest 
*iHh;  orperliap«  witli  borrowe.1  taekle,  dan-rling 
a  fat  worn,  i„  vain  b,.f„re  fbo  noses  of  the^tar 
I'lff,  8ulK,.roiIi„„s  H,„,Hsh  that  poised  then.s,.lves 
in  the  cl-ar  water  around  the  Lake  Honse  .loek 
at  Lake  (,eorge ;  or,  at  best,  on  ,,ienie  parties 
a.-r..ss  the  hike,  marred  by  the  Innnlliating  pres- 
.■"ce  of  nurses,  and  disturbed  by  the  olstinate 
refusal  of  ohl  Horace,  the  boatn.an,  to  believe 
that  the  Imy  eouhl  bait  his  own  h„„k,  but  some- 
tmieserowned  with  the  delight  of  bringing  homo 
a  whole  basketful  of  yellow  per,.],  and  gog.,le. 
eyes.     Of  nobler  8i.ort  with  game  Hsh,  like  the 
vanltmg  salmon    and   the    n.erry,   pugnacious 
tmut,  as  yet  the  boy  had  only  dreamed.     Hut 
he  had  heard  that  there  were  su.d,  fish  in  the 
»trean.s  that  flowed  down  from  the  mountains 
ar,mnd  Lake  George,  and  he  was  at  the  haj.pv 
age  when  he  could  believe  anything- if  it  was 
sutheiently  mteresting. 
_  There  was  one  little  river,  and  only  one,  witliin 
ns  knowledge  and  the  reach  of  his  short  leos 
It  was  a  tiny,  lively  rivulet  that  can.o  out  of  the 
woods  about  half  a  mile  away  from  the  hotel, 
and  ran  down  cater-cornered  through  a  sloping 
meadow,  crossing  the  road  under  a  flat  bridge 
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of  bounls,  jiiHt  l...yi)iul  the  root-lieer  shop  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  villaKc  It  »«,me(l  large 
fiiough  to  tlie  boy,  and  ),«  hu.1  long  had  hia  eye 
iil«)n  it  as  a  (ittiiiff  tlieatie  for  the  btgiu,,,.  .  of 
a  real  an-lers  life.  Those  rapidn,  those  tidLi, 
those  de..|.,  wliirliiig  po„ls  with  beautiful  foam 
ou  them  like  soft,  white  custard,  were  they  not 
such  places  as  tlie  trout  loved  to  hide  in  ? 

You  ean  see  tlio  long  liotel  piazza,  with  the 
gossii>y  groups  of  wooden  eliairs  standing  va- 
eaut  in  the  euily  afternoon ;  for  the  grown-up 
people  are  <la]lying  witli  tlie  ultimate  nuts  an.l 
raisins  of  their  niid-da.v  dinner.  A  villainous 
elatter  of  iiniuuierable  little  vegetal>le-di»hes 
eonies  from  tlie  oiien  wimlows  of  tlie  pantry  as 
the  boy  steals  past  the  kitchen  end  of  the  house, 
with  Iloraie's  liglitest  bamboo  jiole  over  his 
shoulder,  and  a  little  brother  in  skirts  and  short 
white  stoekiiiKs  tagging  along  behind  him. 

When  they  come  to  the  Hve-rail  fence  where 
the  brook  runs  out  of  the  Hekl,  the  question  is, 
Over  or  under?  The  lowlier  method  seems 
safer  for  the  little  brother,  as  well  as  less  con- 
spicuous for  persons  who  desire  to  avoid  publicity 
until  their  enterprise  has  achieved  success.  So 
they  crawl  beneatli  a  bend  in  the  lowest  rail,  — 
only  tearing  one  tiny  three-cornered  hole  in  a 
jacket,  and  making  some  juicy  green  stains  on 
the  white  stockings,  —  and  emerge  with  »up. 
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pi- «3<1  excitonuiit  in  the  ttclU  of  tho  cloth  of 

'  111.     upa  ami  ilaisii!!). 

VVImt  an  uftnncon  — how  omlluss  and  yet 
how  Hwiftl  Wliiit  piMiloiis  cfforta  to  leap  atTcHH 
tho  foaming  stream  at  its  iiai  rowcHt  points  ;  wliat 
CHcapiii  from  qiiaKmiics  and  poKsilil,.  .,iiiek. 
samls;  wliat  stealthy  ereepinj;  through  the  ;,'russ 
to  the  edge  of  a  likely  jmol,  and  eaiitions  dr(.|). 


ping  of  tliu  line  into  an 


unseen  depth,  and  pa- 


tient waiting  for  a  bite,  until  the  restless  litth 
brother,  prowling  about  helow,  diseovers  thai 
the  hook  is  not  in  the  water  at  all,  but  lying  on 
top  of  a  dry  stone,  —  tliereby  ])roviiig  that  ])a. 
tience  is  not  tliH  only  virtue  —  or,  at  least,  that 
it  does  a  better  business  when  it  has  a  small  viee 
of  imiJUtieiicB  in  partnership  with  it  I 

How  tired  tho  adventurers  grow  as  the  day 
wears  away  ;  and  as  yet  they  have  taken  nothing ! 
But  their  strength  and  courage  return  as  if  by 
magic  when  there  comes  a  surprising  twitch  at 
the  line  in  a  shallow,  unpromising  rapid,  and 
with  a  jerk  of  tho  pole  a  small,  wiggling  fish  is 
whirled  through  the  air  and  landed  thirty  feet 
back  in  the  nieailow. 

"  For  pity's  sake,  don't  lose  him  I  There  he 
is  among  the  roots  of  the  blue  flag." 

"  I  've  got  him !  How  cold  he  is  —  how  8li|)- 
pery  —  how  pretty !  Just  like  a  piece  of  rain- 
bow ! " 


A  LEAF  OF  SrEAIOUyT 

"Do  you  see  the  red  spots?  Did  you  notice 
how  gamy  he  was,  littlo  brother ;  how  he  played  ? 
It  is  a  trout,  for  sure ;  a  real  trout,  almost  as 
long  as  your  hand." 

So  the  two  lads  tramp  along  up  the  stream, 
(•hattering  as  if  there  were  no  rubric  of  silence 
in  tho  angler's  code.     Presently  anotlier  simple- 
minded  troutling  falls  a  victim  to  tlieir  unpre- 
meditated art ;  and  they  begin   already,  being 
Imman,  to   wish  for  something  larger.     In  tlie 
very  last  pool  that  they  dare  attempt  — a  dark 
hole  umler  a  steep  bank,  where  the  brook  issues 
from  the  woods  —  the  boy  draj;    out  the  hoj)ed- 
for  prize,  a  splendid  trout,  longer  than  a  new 
lead-pencil.     But  he  feels  sure  tliat  there  must 
be  another,  even  larger,  in  the  same  place.     He 
swings  his  line  out  carefully  over  tlie  water,  and 
just  as  he  is  about  to  drop  it  in,  the  little  bro- 
ther, perched  on  the  sloping  brink,  slips  on  the 
smooth  pine-needles,  and  goes  sliddering  down 
into  the  pool  up  to  his  waiat.     How  he  weeps 
with  dismay,  and  how  funnily  his  dress  sticks  to 
him  as  he  crawls  out!     But  his  grief  is  soon 
assuaged  by  the  privilege  of  carrying  the  trout 
strung  on  an  alder  twig;  and  it  is  a  happy, 
muddy,  proud  pair  of  urchins  tliat  climb  over 
tlie  fence  out  of  the  field  of  triumph  at  the  close 
of  the  day. 

What  does  the  father  say,  as  he  meets  them  in 
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the  road?  Is  lie  frowning  or  smiling  nnder  that 
big  brown  beard?  You  cannot  be  quite  sure. 
But  one  thing  is  clear :  he  is  as  uuieh  elated 
over  the  capture  of  the  real  trout  as  any  one. 
He  is  ready  to  deal  mildly  witli  a  little  irregu- 
larity for  the  sake  of  encouraging  pluck  and 
pciseveranee.  Before  the  thi'ee  comrades  Iiavc 
readied  the  hotel,  the  boy  has  iiroiiiised  faithfully 
never  to  take  his  little  brother  off  again  without 
asking  leave  ;  and  the  father  has  promised  that 
the  boy  shall  have  a  real  jointed  fishiug-rod  of 
his  own,  so  that  he  will  not  need  to  borrow  old 
Horace's  pole  any  more. 

At  breakfast  the  next  morning  the  family  are 
to  have  a  private  dish ;  not  an  evcry-tlay  affair 
of  vulgar,  bony  fish  that  nurses  can  catch,  but 
trout  —  three  of  thein  !  But  the  boy  looks  up 
from  the  table  and  sees  the  adored  of  his  soul, 

Annie  V ,  sitting  at  the  other  end  of   the 

room,  and  faring  on  the  common  food  of  mortals. 
Shall  she  eat  the  ordinary  breakfast  while  he 
feasts  on  dainties?  Do  not  other  sportsmen 
«'nd  their  spoils  to  the  ladies  whom  they  admire? 
The  waiter  must  bring  a  hot  plate,  and  take  this 

largest  trout  to  Miss  V (Miss  Annie,  not 

her  sister  —  make  no  mistake  about  it). 

The  face  of  Augustus  is  as  solemn  as  an 
ebony  idol  while  he  plays  his  part  of  Cupid's 
messenger.  The  fair  Annie  affects  surprise ; 
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ahe  accepts  the  offering  rather  indifferently: 
her  curls  clror-  Jown  over  her  clieeks  to  cover 
»o.„e  small  eonfusiou.  But  for  an  instant  the 
corner  of  her  eye  catches  the  boy's  sidelong 
glance,  and  slie  nods  perceptibly,  whereupon  his 
mothcT  very  inconsiderately  calls  attention  to  the 
ta.'t  that  yesterday's  escapade  has  siin-burned 
Ills  fiice  dreadfully. 

IJeautiful  Annie  V ,  who,  among  all  the 

umipened  nymphs  that  j-laycd  at  hide-an<l.seek 
among  the  maples  on  the  hotel  lawn,  or  wa<led 
«-.th  white  feet  along  the  yellow  beach  beyond 
tlie  point  of  pines,  flying   with  merry  shrieks 
into  the  woods  when  a  boatload  of  boys  appeared 
suddenly  around  the  corner,  or  danced  the  Ian- 
cers  m  the  big,  bare  parlours  before  the  grown- 
up ball  began -who  in  all  that  joyous,  innocent 
hevy  could  be  eom,,ared  with  you  for  charm  or 
daring  ?    How  your  dark  eyes  sparkled,  and  how 
the  long  brown  ringlets  tossed  around  your  small 
iiead,  when  you  stood  up  that  evening,  slim  and 
straight,  and  taller  by  half  a  head  than  your 
companions,  in  the  lamp-lit  room  where  the  ehil- 
dren  were  playing  forfeits,  and  said,  "  There  is 
not  one  boy  here  tliat  (hires  to  kiss  ,ne  !  "    Then 
you  ran  out  on  the  dark  porch,  where  the  honey- 
suckle  vines  grew  up  the  tall,  inane  Corinthian 
pillars. 

Did  you  blame  the  boy  for  foUowing?    And 
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were  you  very  angry,  indeed,  ai.  mt  what  hap. 
pened,  —  until  you  broke  out  laughing  at  his 
cravat,  wliich  liad  sHpped  around  l)eliind  liis  ear? 
That  was  the  first  time  lie  ever  noticed  how 
much  sweeter  the  lioneysuelde  smells  at  night 
than  in  the  day.  It  was  liis  entrance  examina- 
tion in  the  school  of  natu. ,!  —  human  and  other- 
wise. He  felt  that  tliere  was  a  whole  continent 
of  newly  discovered  jjoetry  witliin  him,  and  wor- 
shipt'd  liis  Columhus  disguised  in  curls.  Your 
boy  is  your  true  idealist,  after  all.  although  (or 
perhaps  because)  he  is  still  uncivilized. 


The  arrival  of  the  rod,  in  four  joints,  with  an 
extra  tip,  a  brass  reel,  and  the  other  luxuries  for 
which  a  true  angler  would  willingly  exchange  the 
necessaries  of  life,  marked  a  new  epoch  in  the 
boy's  career.  At  the  uplifting  of  that  wand,  as 
if  it  hatl  been  in  the  hand  of  another  Moses, 
the  waters  of  infancy  rolled  back,  and  the  way 
was  opened  into  the  promised  land,  whither  the 
tyrant  nurses,  with  all  tlieir  proud  array  of 
baby-chariots,  conld  not  follow.  The  way  was 
open,  but  not  by  any  means  dry.  One  of  the 
first  events  in  tlie  dis])Knsation  of  the  rod  was 
the  purchase  of  a  pair  of  high  rubber  boots. 
Inserted  in  this  armour  of  modern  infantry, 
and  transfigured  with  delight,  the  boy  clumped 
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through  all  the  little  rivers  within  a  circuit  of 
ten  miles  from  Caldwell,  and  began  to  learn  by 
parental  example  the  yet  unuiastered  art  of  com- 
plete angling. 

But  because  some  of  the  streams  were  deep 
and  strong,  and  his  legs  were  short  and  slender, 
and  his  ambition  was  even  taller  than  his  boots,' 
the  father  would  sometimes  take  him  up  picka- 
back, and  wade  along  carefully  through  the  i)eri- 
lous  jJaces  —  wliich  are  often,  in  this  world,  the 
very  jJaces  one  longs  to  fish  in.     So,  in  your  re- 
membranee,  you  can  see  the  little  rubber  boots 
stu-kmg  out  under  the  father's  arms,  and   the 
rod  projecting  over  his  head,  and  the  bait  dang, 
ling  down  unsteadily  into  tlie  deep  holes,  and  the 
<h'lighted  boy  hooking  aiul  playing  and  basket- 
ing Ins  trout  high  in  the  air.     How  many  of  our 
best   catches  in  life  are  made  from  some  one 
else's  shoulders ! 

J'rom  this  sunnner  the  whole  earth  became  to 
the  boy,  as  Tennyson  describes  the  lotus  coun- 
try,  "  a  land  of  streams."  In  school-days  and 
in  town  he  acknowledged  the  sway  of  those  mys- 
teriousand  irresistible  forces  which  produce  tops 
at  one  season,  and  marbles  at  another,  and  kites 
at  anotlier,  and  bind  all  boyish  hearts  to  play 
mumble-the-peg  at  the  due  tin-e  more  certainly 
than  the  stars  are  bound  to  their  orbits.  But 
when  vacation  came,  with  its  annual  exodus  from 
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the  city,  there  was  only  one  sign  in  the  zodiac, 
and  that  was  Pisces. 

No  country  seemed  to  hiti;  tolerable  without 
trout,  and  no  landscape  beautiful  unless  enliv- 
ened by  a  young  river.  Among  what  delectable 
mountiiins  did  those  watery  guides  lead  his  va- 
grant steps,  and  with  what  curious,  mixed,  and 
sometimes  j)rofitable  company  did  they  nuikc 
him  familiar ! 

There  was  one  exquisite  stream  among  the 
AUcghanies,  called  Lycoming  Creek,  beside 
which  the  family  sjwnt  a  summer  in  a  decadent 
inn,  kept  by  a  tremulous  landlord  who  was 
always  sitting  on  the  steps  of  the  porch,  and 
whose  most  memorable  remark  was  that  he  had 
"a  misery  in  his  stomach."  This  form  of 
siieech  amused  tlic  boy,  but  he  did  not  in  the 
least  comprehend  it.  It  was  the  description  of 
an  unimaginable  experience  in  a  region  which 
was  as  yet  known  to  him  only  as  the  scat  of 
pleasure.  He  did  not  understand  how  any  one 
could  be  miserable  when  he  could  catch  trout 
from  his  o     i  dooryard. 

The  big  t .  eek,  with  its  sharp  turns  from  side 
to  side  of  the  valley,  its  hendock-shadcd  falls 
in  the  gorge,  and  its  long,  still  reaches  in  the 
"  sugar-bottom,"  where  the  maple-trees  grew  as 
if  in  an  orchard,  and  tlie  sujierfluity  of  grass- 
hoppers made  the  trout  fat  and  dainty,  was  too 
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wide  to  fit  the  boy.     But  nature  keeps  all  sizes 
in  her  Htock,  and  a  smaller  stream,  failed  Rocky 
Run,  came  tuml.linj;  down  opposite  the  inn,  as 
if  made  to  order  for  juvenile  use. 

How  well  you  can  follow  it,  through  the  old 
pasture  overgrown  witli  alders,  and  up  past  the 
broken^lown  milUlam  and  the  crnnd)ling  sluice, 
luto  the  mountain-cleft  from  which  it  leaps 
laughing !  The  w;iter,  except  just  after  a  rain- 
storm, is  as  transparent  as  glass  —  old-fashioned 
wmdow-glass,  I  mean,  in  small  panes,  with  just 
a  tinge  of  green  in  it,  like  the  air  in  a  grove  of 
young  birches.  Twelve  feet  down  in  the  nar- 
row chasm  below  the  falls,  where  the  water  is 
full  of  tiny  bubbles,  like  Apolliiiaris,  you  can 
see  the  trout  poised,  with  their  heads  up-stream, 
motionless,  but  quivering  a  little,  as  if  they  were 
strung  on  wires. 

The  bed  of  the  stream  has  been  scooped  out 
of  the  solid  rock.  Here  and  there  banks  of 
sand  have  been  deposited,  and  accumulations  of 
loose  stone  disguise  the  real  nature  of  the  chan- 
nel.  Great  boulders  have  been  rolled  down  the 
alleyway  and  left  where  they  chanced  to  stick  ; 
the  stream  must  get  around  them  or  under  them 
as  best  it  can.  But  there  are  other  places  where 
everything  has  been  swept  clean ;  nothing  re- 
mains but  the  primitive  strata,  and  the  flowing 
water  merrily  tickles  the  bare  ribs  of  mother 
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earth.  Whirling  stones,  in  the  sprin;?  floods, 
have  cut  well-lioh's  in  tlie  roek,  as  ronnd  and 
even  as  if  tliey  had  been  made  with  a  drill,  and 
sometimes  yon  can  see  tlie  very  stone  that  sunk 
tlie  well  lying  at  the  bottom.  Tliere  are  long, 
straight,  sloping  trouglis  through  wliieh  tlie  wa- 
ter runs  like  a  miU-raee.  There  are  huge  basins 
into  wliieh  tlie  water  rumbles  over  a  ledge,  as 
if  some  one  were  jiouring  it  very  steadily  out  of 
a  piteher,  and  from  which  it  glides  awiiy  with- 
out  a  ripple,  flowing  over  a  smooth  pavement  of 
rock  which  shelves  down  from  tlie.shallow  foot 
to  the  deep  head  of  the  j)ool. 

The  boy  wonders  how  far  he  dare  wade  out 
along  that  slippery  floor.  The  water  is  within 
an  inch  of  his  boot-tops  now.  But  the  sloi)e 
seems  very  even,  and  just  beyond  his  reach  a 
good  flsh  is  rising.  Only  ,  i,e  step  more,  and 
then,  like  the  wicked  man  in  the  psalm,  his  feet 
begin  to  slide.  Slowly,  and  standing  bolt  up. 
right,  with  the  rod  held  high  above  his  head,  as 
if  it  must  on  no  account  gi^t  wet,  he  glides  for- 
w.ard  up  to  liis  neck  in  the  ice-cold  bath,  gasp- 
mg  with  amazement.  There  have  been  other 
and  more  serious  situations  in  life  into  which, 
unless  I  am  mistaken,  you  have  made  an  equally 
unwilling  and  embarrassed  entrance,  and  in 
which  you  have  been  surprised  to  find  yourself 
not  only  up  to  your  neck,  but  over,  — and  you 
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are  a  lucky  man  if  you  liavo  liiul  the  presence  of 
mind  to  stand  still  for  a  moment,  liefore  wading 
out,  and  make  sure  at  least  of  the  flsh  that 
tempted  you  into  your  jn'edieament. 

But  Koeky  Kun,  they  say,  exists  no  longer. 
It  lias  been  blasted  by  miners  out  of  all  rescm- 
blance  to  itself,  and  bewitched  into  a  ilingy 
water-jiowcr  to  turn  wheels  for  the  u{jly  giant, 
Triide.  It  is  only  in  the  valley  of  remembranee 
that  its  current  still  flows  like  licjuidair;  and 
only  in  that  country  that  you  can  still  see  the 
famous  men  who  came  and  went  along  the  banks 
of  the  Lycoming  when  the  boy  was  there. 

There  was  Collins,  who  was  a  wondrous  adept 
at  "daping,  dapi)ing,  or  dibbling"  with  a  grass- 
hopjjer,  and  who  once  brought  in  a  string  of 
trout  which  he  laid  out  head  to  tail  on  the  grass 
before  the  house  in  a  line  of  beauty  forty-seven 
fj'ct  long.  A  mighty  bass  voice  had  this  Col- 
lins also,  and  could  sing,  "  Larboard  Watch, 
Ahoy!"  "Down  in  a  Coal-Mine,"  and  other 
profound  ditties  in  a  way  to  make  .ill  the  glasses 
on  the  table  jingle  ;  but  withal,  as  you  now  sus- 
pect, rather  a  fishy  eh.araeter,  and  undeserving 
of  the  unqualified  respect  which  the  boy  had  for 
him.  And  there  w.as  Dr.  Romsen,  lean,  satiri- 
cal, kindly,  a  skilful  though  reluctant  physician, 
who  regarded  it  as  a  personal  injury  if  any  one 
in  the  party  fell  sick  in  summer  time;  and  a 
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piiHsi,.nnt..ly  iin.s,u.c.esHful  Ininter,  wim  would  sit 
"11  iiittht  in  tl.o  cr.,tH.  .,f  ii  treo  U'shla  an  all..j;..,| 
<livi-li..k,  and  f..in..  Imii...  peifirtlv  satisli,.,?  if 
lio  Imd  l.c-aid  a  l,ed;...|mg  fjn.nt.  It  was  he  wli„ 
calliHl  att.iiti(m  t..  the  disciTpanuv  hrtHwii  the 
l.o.v'8  apiH^tit..  and  hi.s  size  l>y  savin-  h.ndlv  at  ii 

•' •  "  '  **■""''•  "'t  S''"l«e  y,.„  what  v-'U  eat, 

my  1".V.  if  I  ...nld  only  me  that  it  did  y,m  any 
«^"k1,"— which  .vn.aik  ttas   n.-t  fcn-ivn  until 

the  .lorl,,.'  iVihrnicd  his  i-,.|,„t;,(i„n    l,y  ,„■ „„,. 

imyr  a  serious  niedieal  oi.inion,  hcfoiv  a  ..ouneil 
"f  mothers,  to  the  effe.t  that  it  .lid  not  reallv  hurt 
"   l><>y  to   ffet  his  feet  wet.      That  was  worthy  of 
(ialen  in  his  most  inspired  moment.     And  there 
were  the  hearty,  genial  Paul  Merit,  whose  mere 
company  was  an   education    in    -ood  manners 
ami  who    could    eat  eight    hard-boiled  eggs  for 
supper  witliont  ruffling  his  e.p.anin.ity ;  and  the 
tall,  thin,  grinning  major,  whom  an  angry  Irish- 
woman once  described  as  "like  a  cond.,  all  back 
and  teeth  ; "  and   many  more  .omrades  of  the 
boy-s  father,  all  of  whom  he  a.bnired,  (an<l  fol- 
lowed when    tluy  would    let   him,)  but  none  so 
much  as  the  father  himself,  because  he  was  the 
wisest,  kin.lest,  and  merrh'st  of  all  that  merry 
crew    ,ow  disjjerscd  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the 
earth  and  beyond. 

Other  streams  playe.l  a  part  in  the  education 
of  that  ha,.py  boy  :  the  KaaterskiU,  where  there 
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Imt  the   );lllwt^^  of   tniiit  fof 
■     •        ills,  but    w licit-    the    ubneticc 
.<t  f()i';,'ottfii   in  tilt!   joy  of   n 
n  to  Dickriis,  out'  v«ry  sliowfry 
."  oltl  Nt!tl  XIiiHoii  Imilt  a  smoky 
•  o  bflow  Iluiiies'a  Falls,  anil,  luill- 
iiig  T/ie  Old  Curimtij  ,S/iii/i  out  of  bis  ptjcki't. 
ivnil  aloiiil  about  Littlts  Xell  until  tbe  tears  r.i, 
tlown   tbe  checks  of   ivatler  ami   list.iier — tin 
smoke  was  so  thitk,  you  know  :  ami  the  Nei    i-- 
sink,    whieli    flows    through    .John    Hurrougli-  -; 
iMuutry,   anil    past   one    house    in    ])artieiilai. 
lierehetl   on  a  high  bluff,  where  a  very  ilreatlfiil 
oltl    woman    comes    out    antl    throws    stones   at 
"city  fellers  fishin'  tbiongb  her  land"   (as  if 
any  one  wanteil  to  touch  her  land  !     It  was  the 
water  that  ran  over  it,  you  set',  that  carried  the 
fish  with  it,  and  they  were  not  hers  at  all) :  and 
the  stream  at  Healing  Springs,  in  the  Virginia 
mountains,    v/hvrv.    the    medicinal    waters    flow 
down  into  a  lovely  wild  brook  without  injuring 
the  health  of  the  trout  in  the  least,  antl  where 
the  only  drawback  to  the   angler's  happiness  is 
the    nbiindaiiee    of    rattlesnakes  —  but    a   boy 
tloes  not  mind  such  things  as  that ;  lit!  feels  as  if 
he  were  immortal.     Over  all  these  streams  mem. 
ory  skii)s  lightly,  antl  strikes  a  trail  tliiough  the 
woods  to  tlie   Adirt)ndaek8,  where  the  boy  maile 
liis  first  acquaintance  with  navigable  rivers, - 
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that  is  to  »ay,  livcrs  wliiiOi  iitv  traversed  by 
I'liiiocs  uiul  liiiiitiiifj-sliills,  but  not  ytt  ilelilutl  by 
BteamboutH,  -  mid  slept,  or  rather  lay  awake, 
fur  the  lirHt  time  uu  a  bed  of  bulwtui-buughs  iu 
a  tent. 


III. 

The  promotion  from  alUlay  ]iiiiiii>s  to  n  two 
weeks'  eaiupiiiK-tiip  is  liUeK'ii"n  from  school  to 
eollejfe.  liy  this  time  a  iiatiiial  proei^s  of  evo- 
lution has  raised  the  first  stiff  rod  to  somelhiiij,' 
lighter  and  more  llcxilile,  —  a  tiy-rod,  so  to 
spi'ak,  lui,  not  a  bii,'oted  one, — just  a  serviee- 
aljle,  unprejuH.' .1  tatiele,  not  above  using-  any 
kind  of  bait  I li^  ■<;,:  lie  necessary  to  cateh  the 
!...•  icceived  the  new  title  of 
;•,:   .;;  not  leas,  but  more  au- 


fish.     l"h, 
"  governo 


■Ithe: 

ilHl' 

thority.  ■■mI  in: 
carry  on  •!.!  !■  > 
guides-  •  )!ii  So 
the  last  auil  1  , 
Better   men  \\iH 


I  ;!:•  i    in    new   instructors  to 

.    'i;   ttion:  real  A<lirondack 

i '  ,  i    !  .^'  and  one-eyed  Enos, 

ls!      i     th.-i   Saranac   Indians. 

discovered   for  later  trips. 


but  none  more  amusing,  and  none  whose  wood 
craft  seems  more  wonderful  than  that  of  this 
qucerly  nmtched  team,  as  they  make  the  first 
camp  iu  a  i)elting  rain-storm  on  the  shore  of  Big 
Clear  Pond.  The  pitching  of  the  tents  is  a  lesson 
in  archiiecture,  the  building  of  the  camp-iire 
a  victory  over  damp  nature,  and  the  supper  of 
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potato,..,  an,l  bacon  aiul  f,i«l  trout  a  veritable 
tnuuiim  of  culinary  art. 

At  u.ianight  the  rain  is  pattering  persistently 
on  the  canvas ;  the  f-ont  flaps  are  closed  an.l  tied 
together  ;  the  lingering  tire  shines  through  them, 
and  sends  vague  shadows  wavering  up  and  down : 
the  governor  is  rolled  up  in  hi.  Mankets,  .s„und 
a-sic^p.     It  IS  a  very  l„ng  night  for  the  boy. 

>Vhat  .9  that  rustling  noise  outsi.le  the  tcntv 
1  rohably  so„,e  small  creature,  a  .s,p,irrcl  or  a 
rabbit.     ]vabbit  stew  wouhl  be    good  for  break- 
last.     JJut  It  sounds  louder  now,  almost  loud 
."ough  to  be  a  fox, -there  are  no  wolves  left 
in  tiie  A(hron<Iacks,  or  at  least  on!v  a  vevy  few 
ihat   IS  certainly  quite  a  heavy  footstep  prowl! 
ing  around   the  j.rovision-box.      Could  it  be  a 
panther,  -they  stej,  very  softly  for  their  size,  - 
or  a  bear  perhaps?     Sam  Dunning  told  about 
cateJnng  one  in  a  trap  just  below  here.     (Ah 
niy  boy  you  will  soon  learn  that  there  is  no  spot 
m  all  the  forests  created  by  a  Ixumtiful   Provi- 
dence  so  poor  as  to   be  without   its   bear  story.) 
Mherewa..    the   rifle  put?     There   it  is,  at  the 
foot  of  the  tent-pole.      Wonder  if  it  is  loaded  ' 
"  ((  a,„jU,o .'    Wamj/,./io.o-o.o .'  " 
The  boy  springs  from  his  blankets  like  a  cat 
and   peei)s  out   between   the   tent-flaps.      There' 
N.ts    Knos.  in   the   shelter  of  a  leaning  tree  by 
the  hre,  with  his  head  thrown  back  and  a  bottle 
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.v/.vr 


poised  at  Iiig  montli. 
iij)  at  a  great  liorued 
liiin.     Again  tlio  siul.le 


His  loiiuly  eye  is  oopkod 
owl  oil  tlie  brancli  al)ove 
voico  Iiroaks  out  • 


n/,oo/  r^hnn!  „-1m„  cooks  for  you  all -■ 
i'-nos  puts  tlie  bottle  down,  with' 


ereei)s  off  to  Iiis  tent. 


you 

ii  grunt,  and 


l)e  d..bl,il  in  ,Iat  owl,"  i,o  nnittei 


canii)?     How  he  kn 


'How 


low 


he  know  I  cook  foi'  d 
'bout  dat  bottle?     Ug|,. 

There   are    hundreds   of    pictures   that   flash 
into  hglit  as  the  boy  goes  „n  Ids 


afte 
Inxur 


T  year,  tin-ougli   tlie   woods.     T 


•U)ns 


course,  year 
'here   is   tlie 


eabi 


•an.p  ou  Tup,,er's  Lake,  with  its  W 


113  in  tlie  spruee  grove,  and  its 


■ry  men  who  ate  almost  a  de. 
tliere   is  the  little  hark  shi 


-Mount    Mi 


iirey,    where    the    go 


regiment  of 

T  a  day ;  and 

•■  on  the  side  of 

ruor    and    the 


1            .,,    ,    *,'  "■"    f;">'rn()r    and    tlie 

>oy,  with   baskets  f.dl  of  trout  from  the  Opi- 
ieseeiit     Kiiui.     ., i-  .  ' 


leseent    Hiver,    are    spending    tli, 
nothing  but  a  tire  to  keep  tli 


the  North  Hay  at  M„„sehead,  with   Joe 


Croix    ( 


one   more    Fienel 


night,    witli 

■ep  them  warm.     There 

La 


looks  like  Naiiideou) 


man    who   thinks   hi 


]>osiiig  on  the  roeks  beside 


lis  canoe,  and  only  recoueiled  by  1 


the  wasteful 


vanity  to 


the  big  fish  are 


pastime  of  tak'ug  pliotograjihs  w'hil, 


th< 


JJoint.     There  is  tl 


■ising  g'oriously  out  at  the  end  „f 


the  Saranac  liiver,  when-  Pliny  I{ 


lie  small  sjiring-hole  beside 


boy  caught  twenty-thiee   nobl 
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from  one  to  three  pounds  apiece,  in  the  middle 
of  a  liot  August  afternoon,  and  hid  themselves 
in  tlie  bushes  whenever  they  heard  a  i)arty  com- 
ing down  the  river,  because  they  did  not  care 
to  attract  company ;  and  there  are  the  Middle 
Falls,  whore  the  governor  stood  on  a  long 
si)ruce  log,  taking  two-jiound  fish  with  the  fiy, 
iind  stepi)ing  out  at  every  east  a  little  nearer 
t()  the  end  of  the  log,  until  it  slowly  tipped  with 
him,  and  he  setth'd  down  into  the  river. 

Among  such  scenes  as  these  the  boy  pur- 
sued his  education,  learning  many  things  that 
are  not  tauglit  in  colleges;  learning  to  take 
the  weather  as  it  omes,  wet  or  dry,  and  for- 
tune as  it  falls,  giKxl  or  bad;  learning  that 
a  meal  whicli  is  ,  anty  fare  for  one  becomes 
a  banquet  for  two— provided  the  other  is  the 
right  person ;  lean.ing  that  there  is  some  skill 
in  everything,  even  in  digging  bait,  and  that 
what  is  called  lucl:  consists  chiefly  in  having 
your  tackle  in  good  order;  learning  that  a 
man  can  be  just  as  hai)])y  in  a  log  shanty  as  in 
a  browustone  mansion,  and  that  the  very  best 
pleasures  are  those  that  do  not  leave  a  bad 
taste  in  the  mouth.  And  in  all  this  the  gover- 
nor  was  his  best  teacher  and  his  closest  comrade. 
Dear  governor,  you  have  gone  out  of  the 
wilderness  now,  and  your  steps  will  be  no 
more   beside   tliese   remembered  little  rivers  — 


The  G..v.-:iiM, 


ilVWF^J  ^IfOOFmF- 


i  ! 
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no  more,  forever  and   forever.     You  will  not 

come  in  sight  around   any  bend   of   this  clear 

Swiftwater   stream  wliere  you   made  your  last 

cast;  your  cheery  voice  will  never  again  ring 

out  through  the  deei)ening  twilight  where  you 

are    lingering    for  your   disciidt   to  catch   up 

with  you;    he  will    never  again  hear  yon  call: 

"Hallo,    my    l)oy!    AVl,at   hiek?    Time   to   go 

home!"     But  there  is  a  river  in  the  country 

where  you  have  gone,  is   there  not?  — a  river 

with    trees    growing    all    aioug    it  — evergreen 

trees;   and  somewhere  by    those   sliady    banks, 

within  sound  of  clear  running  waters,  I  think 

you  will  be  dreaming  and  waiting  for  ^■our  boy, 

if  he  follows  the  trail  that  you  have  shown  him 

even  to  the  end. 
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■  //  >s  net  thf  Tthi/ki'i^  mfrfiy,  it  is  keeping  vounctif  in  tuMf/or  a  walk,  in 
tkyy,r>/u.,f.i,„i,\,.i,iv  .onJition  in  '.vhuh  v.'u  cu»  fnU^-Hitftuinrnfi.' 
and  ^xhthtr.ilu'H  i»  ia  iiiufile.mJ  mttut-.i/ ,i  ftntimt.  S'ou  are  tUeU'le 
t,,  ,,Hy  ^'.H>d  /.'rfu»e  wA^M  y,:,„re  in  ., ,  omiilwu  totH^ay.,  wuH:     It  'hfn 

r/;'"' '""'  '"■'''■'■ ''"'''  *"'"■'■ '"  ->'■'"■  *'""  '""  *  '•''"■  "'"'''  f-iif^'  "'''W ' 

/*  A.-H  th^  fXfr.  iu-  of  yaw  //-w'..  .t/f,,r,h  t-.'tt  /'/..iw/^^.  „«,/  //„.  //,,,,  „/ 
y.-ur  ffiiu's  ufioM  the  V'ir-iom  ohtfcts  .md  ihowi  oj  .X.itur.-  ^ui.  k^Hi  ,in'.f 
ilonulatfi  yoHripirU,your  rrUitioH  to  the  ivorid  and  t^  yourself  is  wh^tt 
It   skouiJ    fv,~sim/'U,   and  J,re,.t,    aW  w/Wrttiw/f.'' —  Juiin    Blk 


■r» 
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The  rifiht  to  tlie  njuriM  of  Aiiii)orsim<I,  liko  the 
tori-itoiy  of  (Ja„l  in  tliosc  Cmnnrntones  wliicl, 
Jiiliii-s  Cii'sar  wi-ot.'  for  tlm  piiiiisliniciit  of  school- 
Vys,  iH  (]ivi(I..,l  into  thm.  parts.  It  belongs  to 
a  nioniitMiii.  and  a  lake,  and  a  little  river. 

Till!  nioiintain  stands  in  the  heart  of  the  A.li- 
rondaok  eoiintrv,  just  near  enotifjh  to  the  thor- 
onshfare  of  travel  for  tlionsands  of  p.oplo  to 
see  it  ..very  year,  and  jnst  far  .noMKli  from  the 
heaten  tr.iek  to  be  unvisited  exeept  by  a  v.>ry 
few  of  the  wise  ones,  who  love  to  turn  asid... 
Uehind  the  mountain  is  the  lake,  whieh  no  lazy 
man  h.is  over  seen.  O.  ;  „f  .be  lake  flows  the 
stream,  windlnj;  d^v  n  a  ioiijr.  untrodden  forest 
valley,  to  join  tin-  .v;-i„-  C-eek  waters  and 
empty  into  (he  Rai|nette  Iv  ■•  r. 

Which  of  tlie  three  .\i..,;  so,,,;,  !,,,>,  ,,,p  p^;„^ 
claim  to  the  name,  I  ea-  not  tell.  rAdosoj,!,!- 
eally  speakincf.  the  mountain  oii<>-lit  to  be  re. 
gardod  as  the  head  of  the  f^niiv.  ',eeause  it 
was  undoubtedly  there  bofoi-e  the  oiheis.  And 
the  lake  was  i)robably  the  next  on  tne  .-i.-und, 
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iH-.-.ii.f...  H„.  St  roan,  is  its  chil,].  But  man  ia  not 
HtiU'tly  just  in  his  n,.r,...n<.l«turu  ;  an.l  I  o.m- 
j.vtu.v  tl.at  tl...  iitfl>  ^^e.•,  the  last-Una  of  tl... 
thive,  was  the  first  f.  he  ehristcne.!  AnijK.r- 
Man.l.  ami  th..,.  jr;,ve  its  name  t..  its  parei  f  m,! 
Jiranil-parent.  It  is  saeh  a  .Tooheil  str- an.,  so 
hent  an.l  <.,irve.l  lui.l  t»iste.l  njx.n  itself,' s,; 
fon.l  of  tmni.if;  a.'oiiu.l  ..nexi«.ete.l  .•o,n...>  .„,| 
s«..e|„„^.  iiway  in   ffreat  ei.vh^s  f.o,„   its  ,|i,.,,t 

' '■'"''  "'•■'*  ''<■"  f>»t  exi.Ior,..-s  ehrist......,!  it  after 

the    eetentiie    siipiTinniieiaiv    of    the   ali)hal)et 

*'""•''  "I •■"•"  '»  the  old  si.elling.hooks  U8  .6 — 

and  per  se,  n.i.l, 

Jhit  in  sj.ite  of  this  aj.parcnt  subordination  to 
the  streani  in  the  matter  of  a  name,  the  m,.,.,.- 
ta.n  elearly  averts  its  nat.n-al  aiith,.nty.  It 
stan.Is  1,,,  holdly  ;  and  not  o.dy  its  own  lak..  hnt 
at  least  thr,.e  otheis,  the  Lower  Saianae,  l{o,„„l 
Lake,  and  Lonesome  I'o.i.l,  li,,  at  its  foot  an.l 
a..hn,.wIc.l-o  its  hnilship.  Whe..  the  eh.i.d  ia 
on  .ts  l„„w,  they  ai-e  .la.-k.  When  the  s.inli.rht 
strikes  it,  th.T  smile.  Wherevei'  yon  n.ay  -o  „ver 
111.'  wat...s  .,f  these  lakes  yo,.  shall  see  Alonnt 
Ani|.(.isan.l  I,.okins  down  at  you,  and  sayinjr 
<|m.'tly,  "  This  is  my  .hw.iain." 

I  never  lo.)k  at  a  .....iintain  which  asserts  itself 

111  this  fashion  without  .lesirii.g  to  stand  on  the 

top  of  it.     If  one  pan  reaeli  the  s.inimit,  one  be- 

.•0IIIC8  a  sharer  in  the  dominion.    The  difficulties 
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AUrtUa.iyi: 
ill  tin  way  only  a,M  to  tli..  zost  of  tl„,  victory 
fcvery  mountain    in,  n^hth   c„nsi.k.,v,l,  a.i    in- 
vitation to  ilinib.     An,l  ».s  I  waH  ,v.st f„r  a 

u.onth   one   mnianer  ut    Hu.tlt-tfs,  AnM,ur«an,l 
cliallungcd  niu  daily. 

iJid  you  know  Uartlotfs  in  itH  palmy  time' 
It  w«.s  tlie  liouioliest,  quainlfHt,  .•o/.ie.st  plu,-,.  in 
tl»;  A.l,nm.la..k«.     Away  Lack  in  the  „»/,./«//,„„ 
<l">-^  Vn-il  R,rtl..tt  lia.l  con...  into  tlic  w„o.ls.  an.l 
"I'll  III.  Ih.i.sc  on  the  bank  of  tiiu  Saianar  Uivor 
K.tw.rn  tlie  Upper  yaranac  an.l  IJuun.l  Lake' 
It  wa.s  tliun  tlio  ..nly  dwelling  witliin  a  eirel..  of 
".any  miles.     The  deer  an.l  bear  were  in  tl... 
"lajority.     At  night  one  ould  »ometim...s  h..ar 
the  Hci-cam   of   the  panth..r  or  the  howling  „f 
wolves.     But  «oon  the  wil.lernes.s  began  to  wear 
the  traces  of  a  conventional  smile.     The  desert 
blossome,!  a  little -if  not  as  the  r..se,  at  least 
as   the   gilly.flower.     Fiel.ls  we...   ..lea....,!,  ga... 
'"'■"H  l.h.nte.l :  half  a  dozen  log  cabL.s  w..,e  s..aU 
te....d  abng  the  river;  a..d  the  ol.l  ho.ise,  hav- 
ing grown  slowly  and  8o...cwl.at  irregularly  for 
tw....ty  years,  came  out,  just  before  the  ti...e  of 
wh.eh  I  write,  in  a  n.odest  ..oat  of  paint  ami  a 
l.roa.l-br..n..,ed  phizza.     Hut  Virgil  hi..,s..lf,  the 
creator  of   the  oasis- well    k..own    of   hunters 
and  hshern.e..,  .l.ea.led  of  la/.y  guides  a..d  ,j.,a... 
rclso...e   lu...l,e,-..,en,_"Vi.g..,"    the   irascible, 
kind-hearted,  .ndefatigable,  ^^  there  no  lunger 
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AitPERSAND 

He  hiul  made  his  last  fleariiig,  and  fought  his 
last  figl't;  <lonc  lii^.  last  favour  to  a  friend,  and 
thrown  his  last  advorsaiy  out  of  the  tavern  door. 
His  hist  log  had  gone  down  the  river,  ^'is 
eamp-iire  had  hurned  out.  I'eaee  to  his  ashes. 
His  wife,  wlio  had  often  played  the  part  of  Ahi- 
gail  towards  travellers  who  had  urjeonseiously 
incurred  the  old  man's  mistrust,  now  reigned  in 
hi,  stead:  and  there  was  great  abundance  of 
niaide-svnipon  every  man's  flapjack. 

The  "charm  of  Bartlett's  for  the  angler  was 
the  stretch  of   rapid  water  in  front  of  the  house. 
'I'he  Saranac  Kiver,  breaking  from  its  first  rest- 
ing-place  in   the    Upper   Lake,  plunged   down 
through  a  great  bed  of  roiks,  making  a  chain 
of  short  falls  and  jiools  and  rapids,  about  half 
a  mile  in  length.     Here,  in  the  spring  and  early 
summer,    the    speckled    trout  —  brightest    and 
daiutestof  all  fish  that  swim  — used  to  be  found 
in  great  numbers.    As  the  season  advanced,  they 
moved  away  into  the  deep  water  of  the  lakes. 
Rut  there  were  always  a  few  stragglers  left,  and 
I  have  taken  them  in  the  rapids  at  the  very  end 
of    August.     What  could  be   more    delightful 
than  to  spend  an  hour  or  two,  in  the  early  morn- 
ing or  evening  of  a  hot  day,  in  wading  this  rush- 
ing  stream,  and   casting   the   fly  on   its   clear 
waters  ?     The  wind  blows  softly  down  the  nar- 
row valley,  and  the  trees   nod  from  the  rooks 
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above  you.  The  noise  of  the  falls  makes  con- 
stant music  in  your  oars.  The  river  hurries  past 
you,  and  yet  it  is  never  gone. 

The  same  foam-flakes  seem  to  be  alwayr,  glid- 
ing downward,  the  same  apra}'  dashing  over  the 
stones,  tlie  same  eddy  coiling  at  the  edge  of  the 
pool.  Send  your  fly  in  under  those  I'eilar 
branches,  where  tlie  water  swirls  around  by  that 
,  old  log.  >iowdraw  it  up  towanl  the  foam.  There 
is  a  sudden  gleam  of  dull  gold  in  the  white  water. 
You  strike  too  soon.  Your  line  comes  back  to 
you.  In  a  current  like  this,  a  fish  will  almost 
always  hook  himself.  Try  it  again.  This  time 
he  takes  the  fly  fairly,  and  you  have  him.  It  is 
a  good  fish,  and  he  makes  the  slender  rod  bend 
to  the  strain.  He  sulks  fin'  a  moment  as  if  un- 
certain what  to  do.  and  then  with  a  rush  darts 
into  the  swiftest  part  of  the  current.  You  can 
never  stop  him  there.  Let  him  go.  Keep  just 
enough  pressure  on  him  to  hold  the  hook  firm, 
and  follow  his  troutship  down  the  stream  as  if 
he  were  a  salmon.  He  slides  over  a  little  fall, 
gleaming  through  the  foam,  and  swings  around 
in  the  next  pool.  Here  you  can  manage  him 
more  easily  "d  after  a  few  minutes'  brilliant 
play,  a  fe\  lad  dashes  for  the  current,  he 
comes  to  the  net,  and  your  skilful  guide  lands 
him  with  a  quick,  steady  sweep  of  the  arm. 
The  scales  credit  him  with  an  even  pound,  and 
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a  li(^tt<>r  (iHh  tliaii  tliis  ycm  will  liiinlly  tako  liern 
ill  iiiitlsiiinnit'i-. 

"  On  my  Wdiil,  iiinstii,"  savH  the  :ip]>r('(iativo 
Wiiator,  in  Walton's  Anijh  i;  "  tliis  is  u  <;allatlt 
tioiit;  what  Khali  wc  do  with  liiin?"  And  lion- 
I'st  Piscatoi-,  icplios :  •■  Marry  I  i''l'ii  oat  him  to 
supper;  we'll  ^o  to  my  liostens  from  whence  we 
i-anie ;  .she  told  mo,  as  I  was  h'oIml;-  out  of  door, 
that  my  brother  Peter,  (and  who  is  this  but 
Uomeyu  of  Keesevllle?  )  a  good  anglor  and  a. 
elieerful  eompanion,  had  sent  woril  Ik;  woidd 
lod^e  there  to-ni^'ht.  and  bring  a  friend  with 
him.  My  hostess  has  two  beds,  diid  I liinir  you 
and  f  hare  the  hisf  ;  we'll  rejoiee  with  niv 
brother  Peter  and  his  friend,  tell  tales,  or  sin" 
ballads,  or  make  a  catch,  or  find  some  harmless 
sport  to  content  ns,  and  i)ass  away  a  little  ti-.'ie 
without  offence  to  God  or  man." 

Ampersand  waiteil  immovable  while  I  ])asscii 
many  days  in  such  innocent  and  heathful  pleas- 
ures as  these,  until  the  right  day  came  for  tlie 
ascent.  Cool,  clean,  and  bright,  the  crystal 
morning  lironjised  a  glorious  noon,  and  the 
moimtain  almost  seemed  to  beckon  us  to  oome 
up  higher.  The  ]>hotogr.iphic  camera  and  a 
trustworthy  lunch  were  stowed  awav  in  the  jiaek- 
baskc't.  The  backboard  was  adjusted  at  a  com- 
fortable angle  in  the  stern  seat  of  ouv  little 
boat.  The  guide  held  the  little  craft  steady 
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"Iiil.;  r  stopi.,.,1  i„to  my  uhxn-:  (h,.„  1„.  „„sl„.,I 

;""  "';"/'"■  :'r •  "•^  "•■■"  -"f"  •  .i..wn 

t«W!ii(l  Uiiiitid  Lakr. 

ASanma..   W.t  is  „„.,  „f  ,!,„  Hn.st  ,l,i„.« 
mttl,...,k,llof,„a,,l,as..u.>.,,..o,l„....,,  ,,,,,,;, 
•.0",.s,,,,,t,„,.,,f,,u.«il,l,.nu.ss.      Itisaf,.ail 
^.oll,s,.l„,,Ml,ata,„i,,,.  .,„„„,,,.;,„„„ 

siouW..,s„,tl,..a.s..,l,„ts,..l..x(n„„si;f„.l,i,„„.,l 

sl.p^  tl>ro„.I,   tl.,.  wato,-  as   if  |,v  „,,,;,,      y„ 
oa"tva.ai.HtaW,.,,...M.;,,,t  ,,,,,,,„,,,, 

.     OSS     1„.   ,,o,,Wh,k..s.   a,MnK,W 
Mty  nnl,.s  a.lay.  if  yn,,,,av,.  a., ,,,,,,, .;,,,.• 
>^v,.,y,l,„,,.  ,I..,,..„,ls,  i„  tin.  A.lir„n,la,.ks.  as 

nso„.„,v.,W,...,i,,„s,,fiif,..,,, ,„„„,„,,,, 

If  l.e.ss,.lfisl,.,.,.  surly.  ,„.st„,,i,l,  von  will  l,av,. 

^0    best   .>l.W.sl....,H.,l  typ,..  _„„„.„„,, -i^, 

7   ',  f  '     ".',"  ■■'"  """'ital'le  .•oinpanion.  l,o„  -st 
Ml  slnlfal  a„.l  clu..crf.,l.      He   is  as  in.li 

-.H^-ntasapn„oo.a„dtho,il.l„dvo„tl.sai 
.;".n«>aptt,,,„ake,.,,taso,;.sl,oll,ofo^ 

«.tl.h.mma„  tn  ,„:„,„,„,  1,0, -ill  „iv,.vou  a 
^u.d.y,oyals..vioewki.k,„o,,,,  ,;,,„,,;,;; 

"'    I'''""'    «'f-''l'ant   .nanhood    n.oro    valuaM.. 
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than  all  the  lenniing  of  tho  siliools.  Surh  a 
<;iii(lo  was  iiiiiio,  rijiiiuinij  in  the  Si'iiptiiial  nniiio 
of  Hnsca,  I'lit  coiiiinoiilv  called,  in  bri'vity  ami 
frienilliiu'ss,  '■  I  lose. " 

As  \vi"  fiili'i'cil  UoiiMil  Lal;p  on  this  fair  nioiii- 
in};,  its  surface  wa^i  as  sinooth  and  shinin;;'  as  a 
mirror.  It  was  too  early  yi't  for  the  tide  ol 
travel  which  sends  a  score  of  hoats  ii])  and  down 
this  thoroughfare  ever}'  day  :  and  from  shore  to 
shore  the  water  was  unrufHcd,  except  liy  a  tlock 
of  shehlraljes  which  had  heen  fcediuj-'  near  I'lv- 
month  Hock,  anil  now  went  sidtteriuf;  off  into 
Weller  ]!ay  with  a  motion  hetween  flyiuu;  an<l 
swimruiu};-,  IcaviuLC  a  louij;'  wake  of  foam  liehind 
them. 

At  such  a  time  as  this  you  can  sje  the  real 
colour  of  these  Adirondack  lakes.  It  is  not  lihie, 
as  ronnintic  writers  so  often  describe  it,  nor 
jjreen,  like  some  of  those  wonderful  Swiss  lakes, 
althouijh  of  course  it  reflects  the  colon;-  of  the 
trees  ahm<;  the  shore  ;  and  when  the  wind  stirs 
it,  it  !,'ives  hack  the  hue  of  the  sky,  hlue  when  it 
is  clear,  f;ray  when  the  clouds  are  gathering', 
and  sometimes  as  lilack  as  ink  imdcr  the  shadow 
of  storm.  But  when  it  is  still,  the  water  itscU 
is  like  that  river  which  one  of  the  Jioets  has  de- 
scribed as 

"  Flowinp  Tvitli  .1  smootli  brown  current.*' 
And  in  this  sheet  of  burnished  bronze  themoun- 
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tains  and  inlands  woie  i(.fl..cte(i  |).Tf,-ctly,  and 
the  snn  shone  hack  fion.  it,  not  in  hioken 
gh.anis  or  a  wid.  hine  ,.f  li;r|,t.  l,„t  lilie  «.  .in-lf 
hull  of  Jjie,  mo\ in-  belui-e  us  as  wo  moved. 

But  stop!     'Vliut  1,  tliat  .laiU  sp,.,.|i  on  the 
water,  away  down  toward  Turtle  Point?    It  has 
just  the  sliape  and  size  of  u  deer's  hea.l.     It  seems 
to  move  steadily  out  into  the  lake.     Ther.i  is  a 
little  ripple,  like  a  waUe,  hehind  it.      Hose  turns 
to  look  at  it,  and  then  sends  the   l.oat  dartinj;  in 
that  direction  with  Ion-   swift  strokes.      It  ?s  a 
moment  of  phasant  ixeit.nicnt,  and  we  be-in  to 
conjecture  whctiier  the  .her  is  a  hnck  or  a  doe. 
and  whose  h.umds  have  driven  it  in.     Hut  wh.ii 
Hose  turns  to  look  again,  he  shickens  his  stn.ke, 
and  .says:  "I   guess  we  nce.ln't  to  hurry;    he 
won't  get  away.     It 's  .istouislu'u'  «hat  a  'lot  of 
fun  a  m.an  can  get  in  the  course  of  u  natural  life 
a-chasin"  chumps  of  wood." 

We  hindcl  „„  a  sand  lieach  at  tlie  mouth  of 
a  littu  stream,  where  a  blazed  tree  marked  the 
Ijegiunmg  of  tlie  Ampersau.l  trail.  This  line 
thttmgh  tlie  forest  was  made  years  ago  bv  tliat 
.irdent  sportsman  and  lover  i>t'  the  Adii  m'bi.ks. 
!'r.  W.  W.  Kly,  of  Kochester.  Since  that  linu" 
It  has  been  siiortened  and  imiiroved  a  little  bv 
other  travellers,  and  also  not  a  little  blocked 
and  confused  by  the  luiubernien  and  the  course 
of  Xature.  For  when  the  lumbermen  go  into 
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the  woods  thuy  cut  loiids  in  cvn-y  iliivulion, 
Ifiidiii-  iMwIiitlicr.  ami  tlii^  iiiiwai;v  waiidnvr 
1»  t)  t'l'rliy  led  ar,idc  fiiiiii  tlic  rij;lit  way,  and  uii- 
tanylud  in  llu'  aiidiiyiowtli.  And  us  Icir  Natiiru, 
»lu'  is  cntinly  i.|iiio,.d  to  (■ontinnaiicc  „f  patiis 
tlii<iii-li  licr  f.ir.wt.  .-.Ii,  nivi'is  till  111  Willi  falK  i 
li'.iVfs,  and  lildc-s  tliciii  «iili  tliick  iaislivs.  >ih 
dr(i|w  jjivat  tiiis  aciosM  tlic  in,  and  Mots  llicin 
oiil  with  wiiidlalls.  lint  till'  lihuid  lliir  a 
succi'ssion  (if  1  load  uxi-niaiUs  on  tlir  tiniiUs  of 
tliu  tm's,  just  liigh  L'lionyli  to  catch  the  cyi^  on  a 
level  —  cannot  he  so  easily  oliliteiated,  and  tins, 
after  all,  is  the  safest  ^uide  tlii-oii^li  the  woods. 
Oiii'  trail  led  us  at  iirst  tlironuii  a  nat'iral 
meadow,  overgrown  witli  waistdii-li  -lass.  and 
very  si.onj;y  to  the  ticad.  lloruetdianntcd  also 
was  this  meadow,  ami  therefore  no  plaoe  for  idle 
dalliance  or  unwary  iliniession,  for  the  sting  of 
the  hornet  is  one  of  tlu'  saddest  and  most  humili- 
utiii;;-  surprises  of  this  mortal  life. 

Then  through  a  tan-le  of  old  wooil-roads  'iny 
ffuide  led  mo  safely,  and  we  struck  up  on  the 
hmg  ridges  wliicli  slojie  gently  from  the  hike  to 
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"".ertl>..,rk.af.vc.,.ow,.H,an.l.M...oth   1..',,. 

-tia.   i„.«t  ,.„li.l..,l   ,„ul   parh-liUo   .,f  all   ll... 
fon.st  trees -^ottWa  ..,,,„.,,,„.iti,.s  fur  tl,.  „„.■- 

."S<'flovm  Mam..,  iuaplacvvvlK-,.     .«  lover. 
••VIT  conn.. 

The  w„a,ls  were  ,,,,1,.,.      It  ,,„„,„,  ,,,  jf  ^,„ 

I'V".;,'  ..catiues   l,a,l  ,l,.serte.l  the,,.,      I,„|...„|    if 

J""    have    .,„.„t    i„„el,    ,i„„.    i„    „„,    .v,„,,|„.,.„ 

»'"--'»t.s,  yo„   „.,.st  have   ,„te>,   wo„.k.,e.|   at   the 

'<l.ar.se„..ss.,nia,a,„l  felt  a  se„seof  pitv  f„r  the 
"l.I.are„t  l.,„eli„e..s  of  the  H.,„h-,el  that\l,arte,s 
ut  you  as  you  pass,  or  the  li -l,,  hi,,|  „„t  .^ 
noiselessly   al.out    i,>    the    thiekets.      Th,.    „M 
«...,.mer  noonthle    is  a„    es,.,.,.ial|y  nil,.,,,  tiu.e. 
i lie  (leer  are  asle,],  i„  «,„„.  „ ihl  „,ea.l,.» .     The 
partrulge  has  nathe,e.l  her  l.roo.l  for  th,  ,V  ,„i,l. 
'lay  nap.     The  squirrels  are  perhaj-s  eo„„ti„.r 
over  the,,-  sto,e  of   „„ts  i„  a  hollow  tree   a.i.l 
tlie  henoit-thrush  spaies  his  voiee  uutil  eveniug. 
The  woo, Is  a,e  ..lose  -  „ot  eool  a„,l  f,.a,n.a„t  as 
the  fooHh  i.o.„a„.es  .l,..s,.rihe  the,,,  -^I,„t  wa.n. 
and  still:    or  the  l.reez..  which  swe..,,s  across  the 
hilltop  an,l   rutlles  the  lake  .lo..s   „ot  ,«..„e„.ate 
"'to  these  sha.ly  re.esses,  a,„l  tl,eref.„c  all   the 
inhabitants  fake  the  noo.iti.le  as  their  hour  of 
rest      Only    the    l.ig    woo.Ipecker  -  he    of   th. 
scarlet  liea.l  an.l  ,„!shty  hill  —  is  i,„h.fati..-able 
an,l  soniewhe,-,.  „„s,..„   i.  ..  t„,,,,i„„.  „„.  ,,^j,_^; 
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beech-tree,"  while   a   wakeful   little   bird,  —  I 
guess  it  is  the  black-throated  greeu  warbler,  — 
prolongs  his  dreamy,  listless  ditty,  — •te-de-terit- 
acd,  —  'te-de-us-tmlt. 

After  about  an  hour  of  easy  walking,  our  trail 
began  to  ascend  more  sharply.  We  passed  over 
the  shoulder  of  a  ridge  and  around  the  edge  of 
a  flre-slash,  and  then  we  had  '.he  mountain  fairly 
before  us.  Not  that  we  could  see  anything  of 
it,  for  the  wooils  still  shut  us  in,  but  the  path 
became  very  steep,  and  we  knew  that  it  was  a 
straight  climb;  not  up  and  down  and  round 
about  did  this  most  uncompromising  trail  pro- 
ceed, but  right  up,  in  a  direct  line  for  the  sum- 
mit. 

Now  this  side  of  Ampersand  is  steeper  than 
any  Gothic  roof  I  Iiave  ever  seen,  and  withal 
very  much  encumbered  with  rocks  and  ledges 
and  fallen  trees.  There  were  places  where  we 
had  to  haul  ourselves  up  by  roots  and  branches, 
and  places  where  we  had  to  go  down  on  our 
hands  and  knees  to  crawl  under  logs.  It  was 
breathless  work,  but  not  at  all  dangerous  or 
difficult.  Every  step  forward  was  also  a  step 
upward;  and  as  we  stopped  to  rest  for  a  mo- 
ment, we  could  see  already  glimpses  of  the  lake 
below  us.  But  at  these  I  did  noc  much  care  to 
look,  for  I  think  it  is  a  pity  to  spoil  the  surprise 
of  a  grand  view  by  taking  little  snatches  of  it 
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bef„roI,a„,I.     It  i.  better  t„  I.,,,,,  „„,•,  f,„.^  ^^^ 

dom'ottheo„tWkfla.sh.,,ononeIikea,.ev..la. 
we^'';^'?*"  °' '■"  ""''''^  *''-"J^'-l'-l' we 

the  bncl.  and  ,„„,,,«  ,,.ill  „„t  o,ow,  or  at  le^.t 
''''I'  "  S*^**  "f  the  mountains   a.e  always  cov 

a       bal  an.  stnk.-  their  roots  an.on.  the  roeks, 
•"<!  fina   a  Indden   nourislnnent.     hu-y  stand 

^•'"-together;   thickets   of  small   tree's,; 
"1"  '"'-'J;-  the  larne  ones  ;  fron.  year  t    yeT  ht 

g.-eat  trunks  are  falHn,  one  a..risa,^i 
1.    undergrowth   is   thiek.ning   around     h     ' 

«nUl  a  spruce  forest  see„,s  to  be  ahnostin.pass: 
able.     The   constant   rain   of  needles  n.wl   H 

-'-ymtheereyiccs.     You  feel  a  sense  of       t 

qmty  here  which  you  can  never  feel  an,oL     be 
n.aples    and    beeches.      Longfellow   wa^X^ 
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when  he  filled  his  forest  primeval  with  "  mur- 
muring  pines  and  hemlocks." 

The  higher  one  climbs,  the  darker  and  gloom- 
ier and  more  rugged  the  vegetation  becomes. 
The  pine-trees  soon  ccaae  to  follow  you ;  the 
hemlocks  disappear,  and  the  balsams  can  go 
no  fp-ther.  Only  tlie  hardy  spruce  kee])s  on 
bravelj,  rough  and  stunted,  with  branches 
matted  together  and  pressed  down  flat  by  the 
weight  of  the  winter's  snow,  until  finally,  some- 
where about  the  level  of  four  thousand  feet 
above  the  sea,  even  this  bold  climber  gives  out, 
and  the  weather-beaten  rocks  of  the  summit  are 
ehul  only  with  mosses  and  Alpine  plants. 

Thus  it  is  with  mountains,  as  perhai)s  with 
men,  a  mark  of  superior  dignity  to  be  naturally 
bald. 

Ampersand,  falling  short  by  a  thousand  feet 
of  the  needful  lieight,  cannot  claim  this  dis- 
tinction. But  what  Nature  has  denied,  human 
labour  has  supplied.  Under  the  direction  of  the 
Adirondack  Survey,  some  years  ago,  several  acres 
of  trees  were  cut  from  the  summit ;  and  when  we 
emerged,  after  the  last  sharp  scramble,  upon  the 
very  crest  of  the  mountain,  we  were  not  shut  in 
by  a  dense  thicket,  but  stood  upon  a  bare  ridge 
of  granite  in  the  centre  of  a  ragged  clearing. 

I  shut  my  eyes  for  a  moment,  drew  a  few 
long  breaths  of  the  glorious  breeze,  and  then 
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looked  oi>t  upon  a  wonder  and  a  delight  beyond 
(leseiijition. 

A  soft,  dazzling  splendour  filled  the  air 
fei.owy  banks  an.l  drift,  of  cloud  were  floating 
slowly  over  a  wide  and  wondrous  land.  Vast 
sweeps  of  forest,  shining  waters,  mountains  near 
ami  hir,  the  deepest  green  and  the  palest  blue 
•••hanging  colours  and  glancing  lights,  and  all  so 
sdent  so  strange,  so  far  away,  that  it  seen.e.l 
1-ke  he  landscape  of  a  drean,.  One  almost 
teared  to  speak,  lest  it  should  vanish. 

Kight  below  us  the  Lower  Saranac  and  Lone, 
some  Pond,  Kound  Lake  and  the  Wvlkr  Pon,ls 
were  spread  out  like  a  n,ap.     Every  point  an.i 
»land  was   clearly  marked.     We  eould  follow 
tlie  course  of  the  Saranac  River  in  all  its  curves 
an,  wnulnigs,  and  seethe  white  tents  of  the  hav- 
•nakers  on  the  wild  meadows.     Far  awav  to  the 
northeast  stretched  the  level  fields  of  Bkon.in... 
daJe.     But  westward  all  was  unbroken  wilder- 
ness a  great  sea  of  woods  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach      And  how  far  it  can  reach  fronr  a  height 
hke  t  ns  1     What  a  revelation  of  the  power  of 
s'ght !     That  faint  blue  outline  far  in  L  north 
was  Lyon  Mountain,  nearly  thirty  miles  awav 
as  the  crow  flies.     Those  silver  gleams  a  litti; 
nearer  were  the  waters  of  St.  Regis.    The  Upper 
Saranac  was   displayed   in   all   its  length   and 
breadth,  and  beyond  it  the  innumerable  waters 
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of  Fish  Creek  were  tangled  among  tlie  dark 
woods.  The  long  ranges  of  the  hills  about  the 
Jordan  hounded  the  western  horizon,  and  on 
the  southwest  Big  Tupper  Lake  was  sleeping  at 
the  base  of  Mount  Morris.  Looking  past  the 
peak  of  Stony  Creek  Mountain,  whieh  rose 
sharp  and  distiuet  in  a  line  with  Ampersand, 
we  eouki  traee  the  path  of  the  Kaquette  Kiver 
from  the  distant  waters  of  Long  Lake  down 
tnrough  its  far-stretehed  valley,  and  eateh  here 
and  there  a  silvery  link  of  its  current. 

But  when  we  turned  to  the  south  and  east, 
how  wonderful  and  how  different  was  the  view ! 
Here  was  no  widespread  and  smiling  laniKcape 
with  gleams  of  silver  scattered  through  it,  and 
soft  blue  haze  resting  upon  its  failing  verge,  but 
a  wild  land  of  mountains,  stern,  rugged,  tumult- 
uous, rising  one  beyond  another  like  the  waves 
of  a  stormy  ocean,  — Ossa  piled  upon  Pelion,— 
Melutyre's  sharp  peak,  and  the  ragged  crest  of 
the  Gothics,  and,  above  all,  Marey's  dome-like 
head,  raised  just  far  enough  above  the  others  to 
assert  his  royal  right  as  monarch  of  the  Adiron- 
dacks. 

But  grandest  of  all,  as  seen  from  this  height, 
was  Mount  Seward,  —  a  solemn  giant  of  a  moun- 
tain, standing  apart  from  the  others,  and  looking 
us  full  in  the  face.  He  was  clothed  from  base 
to  summit  in  a  dark,  unbroken  robe  of  forest 
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Ou-kor-!ah,  the  Indians  palled  him  —  the  Great 
Eye  ;  and  he  spcmod  almost  to  frown  upon  us  in 
defiance.  At  his  feet,  so  straight  below  us  tliat 
it  seemed  almost  as  if  we  could  cast  a  stone  into 
it,  lay  the  wildest  and  most  heautiful  of  all  tlie 
Adirondack  waters  —  Ampersand  Lake. 

On  its  shore,  some  five-and-twenty  years  .ago, 
the  now  almost  forgotten  Adirondack  Club  h'ad 
their  shanty  — the  successor  of  "the  Philoso- 
phers'  Cami)"  on  Follensbes  Pond.     Agassiz, 
Appleton,  Norton,  Emerson,  Lowell,  Hoar,  Gray, 
John    Holmes,  and   Stillmau,  were  among   the 
company  who  made  their  resting-pLace  under  the 
shsidow  of  Mount  Sewjvrd.     They  had  bought 
a  tract  of  forest  land  completely  encircling  the 
pond,  cut  a  rough  road  to  it  tliroiigh  the  woods, 
and  built  a  comfortable  log  cabin,  to  which  they 
purposed  to  return  summer  after  summer.     But 
the  civil  war  broke  out,  witli   all   its  terrible 
excitement  and  confusion  of  hurrying  hosts  :  the 
club  existed   but  for  two  years,  and  the  little 
house   in   the  wilderness   was  abandoned.      In 
1878,  when  I  spent  three  weeks  at  Ampersand, 
the  cabin  was  in  ruins,  and  surrounded  by  an 
almost    impenetriible  growth  of   bushes.     The 
only  philosophers  to  be  seen  were  a  family  of 
what  the  guides  quaintly  call  "  quill  pigs."    The 
roof  had  fallen  to  the  ground  ;  raspberry-bushes 
thrust  themselves  through  the  yawning  crevices 
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Iictucon  till"  lii^s;  ;iii<l  in  front  of  the  sunken 
door-sill  lay  a  runty,  broken  iron  stovi-,  liku  a 
ilisinantled  altar  on  which  the  fire  hail  gone  out 
forever. 

After  we  had  feasted  iijion  the  view  as  long 
as  wi^  dared,  counteil  the  lakes  and  streams,  and 
found  that  w(!  eould  see  without  a  glass  more 
than  thirty,  and  recalh^d  the  memories  of  "  good 
times  "  wlii<'h  eanie  to  us  from  almost  every  point 
of  the  eompass,  we  uni)aeked  the  camera,  and 
j)roeecde<l  to  take  some  j)ictures. 

If  you  are  a  i)h(itograi)her,  ami  have  anything 
of  tlie  amateur's  passion  for  your  art,  you  will 
appreeiate  ttiy  pleasure  ami  my  anxiety.  Never 
before,  so  far  as  I  knew,  liad  a  camera  been  .set 
up  on  Anii)ersand.  I  had  but  ei^ht  j)late8  with 
me.  The  views  were  all  very  distant  and  all  at 
a  downward  angle.  The  power  of  the  light  at 
this  elevation  was  an  unknown  quantity.  And 
the  wind  was  sweeping  vigorously  across  the 
open  summit  of  the  mountain.  I  put  in  my 
smallest  stop,  and  ])rcpared  for  short  exposures. 

My  instrument  was  a  thing  called  a  Touro- 
graph,  which  differs  from  most  other  camer.as  in 
having  the  jdate-holder  on  top  of  the  box.  The 
plates  are  dropjied  into  a  groove  below,  and  then 
moved  into  focus,  after  which  the  cap  ig  removed 
and  the  exposure  made. 

I  set  my  instrument  for  Ampersand  Pond, 
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sislitf.1  till!  pictniv  tliioiinrh  tlic  ground  gliUW, 
and  iiuasmtMl  tli..  f.ieiis.  Tlicii  I  waited  f..r  a 
<|iiK.t  ii.on.i.iit,  dr,>i.i,i.,I  the  plate,  moved  it  care- 
fully  forward  to  the  ].roi)er  mark,  and  wen! 
around  to  take  off  tlio  eap.  I  found  that  I 
alnady  had  it  in  my  Iiand,  and  the  phite  hnd 
li<rn  exposed  for  about  thirty  Keconda  wu\  a 
slidinr/  frjcii' .' 

I  expostulated  with  myself.  I  said:  "You 
are  exeited  ;  you  are  stupid  ;  you  are  unworthy 
of  the  name  of  photographer.  Light  -  writer ! 
You  ought  to  write  with  a  whitewash  -  brusli !  " 
Tlie  reproof  was  effectual,  and  from  that  moment 
all  went  well.  The  plates  dropped  smoothly, 
the  camera  was  steady,  the  exi)osure  was  correct. 
Six  good  i)icture3  were  made,  to  recall,  so  far 
as  "olack  and  whit?  could  do  it,  the  delights  of 
that  day. 

It  has  been  my  good  luck  to  climb  many  of 
the  peaks  of  the  Adirondacks  —  Dix,  the  Dial, 
Hurricane,  the  Giant  of  the  Valley,  Marcy] 
and  Whiteface  — but  I  do  not  think  the  out- 
look from  cny  of  them  is  so  wonderful  ami 
lovely  as,  that  from  little  Ampersand;  and  I 
reckon  among  my  most  valuable  chattels  the 
plates  of  glass  on  which  the  sun  has  tr.iced  for 
iiie  (who  cannot  draw)  the  outlines  of  t:  xt  love- 
liest  landscape. 

The  downward  journey  was  swift.  We  halted 
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for  an  hour  or  two  beside  a  trickling  ipring,  a 
few  rods  bpluw  thu  summit,  to  eat  our  lunch. 
Thnii,  jumping,  running,  and  sometimes  sliding, 
wo  made  tlio  dcst'ent,  passed  in  safety  l)y  tlio 
dreaded  lair  of  tlie  liornet,  ami  reaclicil  llartiett's 
as  tlic  fragranen  of  the  evening  i)anoake  was 
Boftly  (liffuHcd  through  the  twilight.  Mark  that 
day,  memory,  with  a  double  star  in  your  cata- 
logue 1 
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fill  to  the 


A\  as  to  the  palute 


iiniiHination  as  wul 
by  })ackiii,L;-  them  in  heather.  I  "11  warrant  that 
Aaron's  rod  li.ire  no  bonnier  bh)sB()ni»  tlian  these 
stiff  littk'  biislies  —  anil  none  more  niajjieal. 
For  every  time  I  take  u\)  a  lianilfnl  of  them  they 
transport  nii^  to  tlie  Jlighhinds,  and  send  me 
tramping  once  more,  witli  linapsaek  and  fisliing- 
rod,  over  the  braes  ami  down  tlie  burns. 


BKLI.-MKAIUKR 


Some  of  my  happii^st  meanderinj;s  in  Seotland 
have  been  taken  nniU'r  the  lead  of  a  book.  In- 
deed, for  travel  in  a  strange  eonntry  there  ear. 
be  no  better  cfonviei'.  Not  a  guide-book,  I  mean, 
bi '.  a  real  book,  anil,  by  preference,  a  novel. 

Fietion,  like  wine,  tastes  best  in  the  ]ilaee 
where  it  was  grown.  And  the  seenerv  of  a 
foreign  land  (inehiding  areliiteetnre,  whieh  is 
artilieial  hindseape)  grows  less  dreamlike  and 
unreal  to  oar  pen-epUon  when  we  ])eo])le  it  with 
familiar  charaetcrs  from  our  favourite  novels. 
ICven  on  a  first  journey  we  feel  ourselves  among 
old  friends.  Tims  to  read  Rumahi  in  Florence, 
and  Lcs  Mheruhlc.'s  in  Paris,  and  IjCirna  Dooitr 
on  Exmoor,  and  The-  llvart  of  MidJnthian  in 
F.ilinburgh,  and  Diiriil  Bulfoui-  in  the  Pass  of 
(ileneoe,  and  The  Pinitc  in  the  Shetland  Isles, 
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is  to  get  a  new  sense  of  the  possibilities  of  lifc 

Allthesetl„„.«WeI.loaewitI.,„uehini 
~n.ent ;  .,,,  other  things  of  like  ,,.:i;   ' 
|>ave  I  yet  ,n  store;  as,  fo.-  exan.j.le,  the  eon 
Junet,on  o    T,,.  ,,.„„■  Jirl.-Bud  with  D.  I 

^xp  cttopass  ,,leasa,,te...lays  than  those  I  spent 

to.thentohe,,„with,Iwasyo,„,.;whiehis 
an   ■"..»..,   ,„e,.en,ent  of  ,,ehVl,t  sure  to  be  eon- 
^st^ted  by  the  envious  years  an.]  never  refined 
B.-nyo.,H,  itself  was  not  to  be  oo;;;;::; 

«.ththee..,,,„s,tefeIieityof  l,ei„„.  deep]'    .,,.1 
des,,erately  i„  1,.,.   ^-ij,,  s,„i,,.  „,.,  ^^^^ 

I'emne  of  ,ha.  ehannin,,  book.     In   „,,,    i,;,,,:! 
'■.■"t  passion  n,y  u,,,y.h„i,„,,  ,„„„,„|„,.  „ 
C-sby,    the    Chaneellor   of    the   University 

t  p^'T  ;""''  ■;•■  '"■'"•'""  -'^^-'-atorof 
tl^  Presbytenan  General  Assen.Idy,  •  .,  anient 
out  g-enerons  rivals. 

Bountiful  Heaven,  sonree  of  all  onr  blessings 
how  great  is  the  joy  and  how  fas,.i„atin^  JiJ 
]'".'su.tof  s,i,.han  ethereal  affeetion:  h  en 
larges  the  heart  without  embarrassiii-.-  the  ,.on 
science.  It  is  a  ei.p  of  pure  ghulness  with  no 
bitterness  ,i,  ,ts  div.^s.  It  spends  the  present 
moment  with  a  free  hand,  and  yet  leaves  no 
undesirable  mortgage  upon  the  future.  Kins 
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Artlmr,  ilic  fnuiidi'i'  of  t'i(!  HdiiikI  Tal)lc,  ox- 
jui'ssi'd  a  oimvictii)ii,  accord iiig  to  Tt'iinyson, 
that  the  most  inipoi'tant  ck'iiicnt  in  a  voiiiig 
knight's  cdiicatioii  is  "  tlie  niaidoii  passion  for  a 
maid."  Siuvly  the  safest  form  in  wliieh  this 
eonise  may  be  taken  is  by  falling'  in  love  with  a 
yirl  in  a  l)ook.  It  is  the  only  att'air  of  the  Isind 
into  whieli  a  yoiin;;'  fellow  <an  enter  without 
n's])onsil>illty.  and  out  of  whirh  he  ean  always 
eniern'e,  when  necessary,  withont  discredit.  And 
as  for  the  olil  feUow  wlio  still  ke<iis  up  this  edu- 
cation of  the  heart,  and  worshi|)s  his  heroine 
with  the  ardor  of  a  dohu  Hidd  and  the  lldelity 
of  a  Henry  Esmond,  I  maintain  that  he  is  ex- 
emjrt  from  all  the  penalties  of  declining  years. 
The  man  who  ean  love  a  j^irl  in  a  book  may  be 
old,  but  never  aged. 

So  we  sailed,  lovers  all  three,  among  the 
Western  Isles,  and  whatever  ship  it  was  that 
carrii'd  us,  her  fi<^urehe:id  was  always  the  Prin- 
cess Sheila.  Alonp;  the  ruffled  blue  waters  of 
the  sounds  and  hxhs  that  wind  among  the  roots 
of  unpronounceablo  mountains,  and  jiast  the  dark 
hills  of  Skye,  and  through  the  nmnunbcred 
flocks  of  craggy  isli.'ts  where  the  sea-birds  nest, 
the  s]iell  of  the  sweet  irighlaud  maid  drew  us, 
and  wi?  were  pilgrims  to  the  I'U'nnii  TInilc  where 
she  lived  and  reigned. 

The  Lewis,  with  its  tail-jiiece,  the  Harris,  is 
so 
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quite  a  .si.al,!..  ishuul  to  l.„  append.,,]  to  such  , 
--try  as  Scotland.     It  i.  a  „„„,,.e..  of     l! 
onp  and  anotlu-,.  nun.he.-  „f  „.„,.«  „,,., 

J.asa   nundK.,.   of   tl.onsan.l   inhabitant  -I 
l.o„I,l  say  as  n.any  as  tlHeo.,j„art«rs  of  an  in- 

.aUant,o.,„..,na..on,iIe-an.ltheeo„diti,  . 
of  aj,ncultn>v  and  the  fisl.ones  are  oxtrenudy  in- 
to...stn,.  and   ,,namdson,e.     All   these  I    hdv 

rt.-.l  at  tlu.tin.e.  and  reported  in  a  series  of 
■"^"■-'ly'Udl  l.,t™  to  the  newspaper,     i^^^^^^ 
s",.,.la.l    a    financial    basis  for  .y'seLnei 
F-ney.     They  are   fnll  of  infor.nation,  bnt  I 
have    been   ann.sed    to   note,  after  these   n.anv 
years,  how  ..,X,.  they  sfer  of  the   trne  n.oti  e 
amlmterestoftheexenrsion.     The.,  is  not  ev^ 
ah.nt„f,hedai„any„fthen.     Youth,  afte 
all,  I     but  a   shan,efaeed  and  secretive  season- 
like  the  frn,ged  polygala,  it  hides  its  real  bios 
som  underground. 

It  was  Sheila-^,  dark-blue  dress  and  sailor  hat 
with  tl,e  wlnte  f..ather  that  we  loohe.I  for  as  we 
loafed  through  the  streets  of  Stornoway,  that 
quaint   metropolis  of  the   herring-trade      vhere 

stnngsoflish  alternated  with  boxLofflow-:'- 
the  windows,  and  han.Ifuls  „f  fisl,  ,vere  sin^ead 

upon  the  roofs  to  dry  just  as  the  sliced  apples 
a>'e  expased  u,,„n  the  kitcdicn-sheds  of  New  Eng- 
laud  ,„  beptend,,..,  au.l  dark-haired  women  were 
carrying  great  creels  of  fish  o„  their  shoulders. 
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and  groups  of  sunburned  men  were  smoking 
anion;,'  the  fisi  ng-boats  on  the  beaeh  and  talk- 
ing about  fish,  and  scii-gulls  were  floating  over 
the  houses  with  their  l;eads  turning  from  siilo  to 
side  and  their  briglit  eyes  peering  everywiiere 
for  u:i('onsidered  trifles  of  fish,  and  the  wliole 
atniosjjliere  of  tlie  phice,  pliysieal,  mental,  and 
moral,  was  pervaded  with  tish.  It  was  Sheila's 
soft,  sing-song  Iligldand  speech  tliat  we  heard 
through  the  long,  luminous  twilight  in  the 
pauses  of  that  friendly  ehat  on  the  balcony  of 
the  little  inn  where  a  ;;oi)(l  fortune  brought  us 
acquainted  with  Sam  Bough,  the  mellow  Edin- 
burgh painter.  It  was  Slieila's  low  sweet  brow, 
and  long  black  eyelashes,  and  tender  blue  eyes, 
that  we  saw  before  us  as  we  loitered  over  the 
open  moorland,  a  far-rolling  sea  of  brown  bil- 
lows, reddened  with  patches  of  bell-heather,  and 
brightened  here  and  there  with  little  lakes  lying 
wide  open  to  the  sky.  And  were  not  these  peat- 
cutters,  with  the  big  baskets  on  their  backs, 
walking  in  silhouette  along  the  nuges,  the  peo- 
ple that  Sheila  loved  and  tried  to  help;  and 
were  not  these  crofters'  cottages  with  thatched 
roofs,  like  beehives,  blending  almost  impercepti- 
bly with  the  landscape,  the  dwellings  into  which 
she  planned  to  introduce  the  luxury  of  windows ; 
and  were  not  these  Standing  Stones  of  Caller- 
nish,  huge  tombstones  of  a  vanished  religion, 
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the  roofl..ss  U...,,,I..  from  whiol.  tlu,  Dn.icl.s  ,.ai,l 
l.e.r  w...st,.nm.,«t  ,..l.,ratio„  to  tl.e  setting' J 

I.la.e  wl,..,.,.  .Sl,.i,a  ,,iekea  the  h,.noh  of  V  J 
th.nj.  ,  ■  h„to,.y,  I  a,„  s,„.,  half  «„  real  to  ,.s  as 
•'»  c^nt  upon  o„r  character  is  litth.  affeete.l  by 

;;r.i  """"'""'"''''•'■'''■'-' ''--'.ap- 

There  were  throe  ,.h„,ehe.,  i„  Stornowav, 
a  1  1  .esbyterKu,  of  „.„r.se,  an,l  therefor.  f„I 
oi  P...US  enu.latio„.  Ti,e  i.lea  of  seeurino.  a„ 
A.nenean  ,,rea.her  fbr  an  An,nst  SaU.a.h 
Htenied  to  fall  upon  then.  sinM.ltan..oudy,  and  to 
offer  the  prospeet  of  novelty  without  too  nl; 
danger.  IV  luethren  of  the  U.  P.  con^re  ^ 
t.on,  ben.,  a  trillo  n.ore  .le,-  than  the  od.eJ.s 
a.nved  „..st  at  the  inn,  an.l  see-u-ed  tl.e  ,"„.' 
mse  of  a  „,ornin..  se>-,.,„n  fro,..  ChaneJuor 
Howa.d  Crosby.     The  sessio..  of  the  Free  Ki.k 

ea.ne,n  a  body  a  little  later,  and  to  then.  „.y 
father  pledged  l.hnseif  for  the  ev....i,..  se..mo„ 
1  he  senior  elder  of  the  Established  Kirk,  a 
.nuft.taKn.f.  .„a„  and  ve.y  deliberate,  was  the 
last  to  appear,  and  to  his  ,.e.,uest  for  an  after- 
noon sern.on  there  was  nothinj.  left  to  offer  but 
the.serv.ees  of  t.,e  you.,.-  probationer  in  the- 
ology.    I  could  see  that  it  struck  him  as  a  peril. 
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oiis  adventure.  Questions  ,il)out  "  the  funda- 
mentals "glinted  in  his  watery  ej'e.  lie  crossed 
and  uncrossed  his  legs  with  solemnity,  and  blew 
his  nose  so  frecjuently  in  a  huge  red  silk  hand- 
keri'hief  that  it  seemed  like  a  signal  of  danger. 
At  last  he  unburdened  himself  of  his  hesita- 
tions. 

"Ah'm  not  saying  that  the  young  man  will  not 
be  orthodox  — ahem  !  Hut  ye  know,  sir,  in  tlit^ 
Kirk,  we  arc  not  using  hymns,  but  just  the  jiurc! 
I'siiwnis  of  Diiffit,  in  the  meetrical  fairsiou. 
And  ye  know,  sir,  they  are  ferry  tifflcult  in  the 
reatiug,  whatefer,  for  a  young  man,  aiul  one  th.at 
iss  a  stranger.  And  if  his  father  will  just  be 
eoming  witli  him  in  tlie  pulpit,  to  see  that  no- 
thing iss  siiid  amiss,  thiil  iri//  he  fn-ry  comfort- 
ing to  the.  c<mgre(j(i(ioit." 

So  the  dear  governor  swallowed  his  laughter 
gravely  and  went  surety  for  his  son.  They  ap- 
pcare<l  together  in  the  church,  a  barnlike  edifice, 
with  great  galleric"  half-way  between  the  floor 
and  the  roof.  Still  higher  up,  the  pulpit  stuck 
like  a  swallow's  nest  against  the  wall.  The  two 
ministers  climbed  the  precipitous  stair  and  found 
tliemselves  in  a  box  so  narrow  that  one  must 
stand  perforce,  while  the  other  s.at  upon  the  only 
seat.  In  this  "  ride  and  tie  "  fashion  they  went 
through  the  service.  When  it  was  cime  to  preach, 
the  young  man  dropped  the  doctrines  as  dis- 
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•reotly  as   ,,„ssil,I,.    „,„,„   „,.. 

h  w, .    .1  '""■"  '"•;-"'»'"  ""w  what 

J:"""«''f^'' ■•  -Ii"S  «'tl.  "Swoet    s 

"tn,th,,,    H.et.l.Ow,.nts..aH.i„,t/„.„[;, 
I.,  t  sea  of  ta....s  for  o„n  tl.at  sho„l,l  l^  fa.nilhr 

'.Insh..art,a„,lto,vlnVin.ennVhtn...l..;, 

h™...n,    o„o„,.oftl„.se«.eh,..lt,,.,,.ff,.,.,f,. 
ro<l  forail.iv  sfUlMiiir      A         >•     ,  "< '  »i  a 

ami  tl„.  1,    V  "    ,'^"'"''''"'.'^b»o  east  lots, 

am  thH  .t  fWl  „,,on  tI,o  j-oung.st.  an,l  I  went 
forth  w.th  a  tall   ..e.l-le,,e.l  ,i,He,  to  trv    .. 
first   salmon.     The    Whitewater   came'  sin^i^. 
down  out  ot  the  n.oorlan.l  into  a  ro..kv      ?1 

:"    ^^"•^"''^■■'•^--'"fairontlepo     • 
ana  the  s,lver  tlsh  we,..  ,eapi„„  f„,„  ,,,  ^^^^^^^ 

Tie  .,  l,e  han,lle,l  the  hi.  ro.l  as  if  it  h.a.l  he 
afan.y.,wan,l.hutt„meitwaslikea.i.a^^- 
;""••"■•.,  'I  «■-  -  -O'  different  affair  front  fis. 

..„-w.thf5veonneesofs,,litl.a,nl,ooo„aW 
I.slj.n.l  tront,,o,„l.     The  n.onstrons  flv,  like     ^ 

-W|wanl     .,,,  went  Hatterin,  evenwliero   C 
in  the  r,c,ht  .hreetion.     It  was  the  ,„erov  of  Pro 
VKlence  that  preserve.!  the  sillie's  life.  "  B  .t 
was  very  patient  and  forbearing,  leading  „.e  on 
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from  one  ])ool  to  another,  ai4  I  HpoiltHl  tlif  water 
an<l  Hnati'licil  the  liook  out  uf  tlic  very  nioiitli  o{ 
rising  tisli,  until  ut  lust  we  found  :i  salmon  that 
knew  even  less  about  tlio  iiicrties  of  salnion- 
lishing  tlmn  I  iliil.  lie  seized  the  tly  finuly  be- 
f(U'e  I  could  )>ull  it  away,  and  then,  in  a  moment, 
I  found  myself  attaehed  to  a  eri'ature  with  the 
»treni;th  of  a  whule  and  the  ajjility  of  a  flyiug- 
tish.  He  led  ine  rushing  up  and  down  the  bank 
like  a  madman.  He  played  lui  the  surface  like 
a  whirlwind,  and  sulkeil  nt  thi>  bottom  like  u 
Hton^.  He  meditated,  with  ominous  delay,  in 
the  middle  of  the  deepest  ])0(>1,  and  then,  ilart- 
ing  across  the  river,  flung  himself  ehan  out  of 
water  and  lauiled  far  upon  the  green  turf  of  the 
opjHjsito  shore.  My  heart  melted  like  a  snowflake 
hi  the  sea,  and  I  thought  that  I  had  lost  him  for- 
ever. But  he  rolled  quietly  buck  into  the  water 
with  the  hook  still  set  in  his  nose.  A  few  min- 
utes afterwards  1  brought  him  within  reach  of 
the  gaff,  and  my  first  sahuon  was  glittering  in 
the  grass  beside  me. 

Then  I  remembered  that  William  Black  ha<l 
described  this  very  fish  in  the  "  Princess  of 
Tiiule."  I  jmlled  the  book  from  my  pocket, 
and,  lighting  a  pipe,  sat  down  to  read  that  de- 
lightful chapter  over  again.  The  breeze  ])layed 
softly  down  the  ViiUey.  The  warm  sunlight  was 
filled  with  the  musical  hum  of  insects  and  the 
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.nM.Mu.r  „f  falli,,,,  wut-rs.    I  tl,„,„H.t  Low  .„,.,.h 

»l.in^'.asllla,.U.s  hero  .11,1.  f,,,.„  tho  Mai.l  „f 
I  orva.   tlmu   frou.    a    ■v.|.).,.a,lc..l    giili.,      ,5, 

«^   away  ;.vh.,.,a.  ..,„„,,,  ,,.,,.      ^,  ,,_ ._    • 

^!.™.v..tr,,,vl,,.l|.h..atl,..,.f,.on..lu.ba„Lft. 

nvvr,.„,lp,,.,,aiM..,.voea  the  leave,  of  th,. 
hook  m  mciiioiy  „f  Slioila. 


11. 


COMMON    lltATIIER. 


„;;;^r'f-'i"' /■"■>■  Albany  to  Aberdeen 
ventu,.e   ,0  say   that  an  AnuTi,..,.  on   foot  wil 

^.lh,,,,..,M,.ssaf,.,.,.i,,,.,,.inS..„tla„.,2:;! 
■"'^  "*'""'■  ™""'0-  h.  the  01,1  \V,>,1,|.  There  i, 
something  wan,,  an,|  ho.pitah],.  _  if  ,,„  k„e,v 
the  lansua.a.  uvll  , a^h  hewonl.Ieall  itco,M>, 

--. ^,reet„,,,,,at  he  ,etsfr..„.  the  shepherd 
""  th.   „,,,„r,  an,l  tJ„.  conversation  that  he  hold, 

wuh  the  farn,er-s  wife  in  the  stone  ..ottage,wS 
he  stops  to  ask  for  a  drink  of  „.i,k  and  a  bito 
oatcake.     He  feels  that  there  nn.st  be  a  dr^ 

W  that  the  tex.areof  bis  u.o„.hta„.l  feelings 
has  been  partly  woven  on  a  Heottish  loom-™, 
03  ^ 
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liap*  tliu  Shiii-tci'  Ciiti'i'liiitiii,  or  UolH'it  IIiiiiih'h 
|>ouiii)4,  or  tlie  roiniiiivi'H  of  Sir  Wultur  Si-ott. 
At  all  evuiits,  lie  in  aiiionjr  a  kiiiilred  and  coiii' 
prvliuiiding  projilv.  Tln'y  do  not  *\tvak  Kngliiili 
in  thu  »auu'  way  that  lie  docs  —  througli  tlie 
nose  —  but  tlicy  think  very  nmcli  more  in  his 
nii'ntal  diuleot  than  thu  Kn^flish  do.  Tliey  uru 
inde)iendent  and  wide  auuke,  curious  and  full 
uf  {lersonal  interest.  The  wayside  ininil  in  In- 
vernosa  or  Perth  runs  nim-e  to  nmsde  and  leas 
to  fat,  has  more  active  vanity  and  less  passive 
pride,  is  more  inquisitive  and  cxcitaldc  and  sym- 
pathetie  —  in  short,  to  use  a  syndxdist's  dcseriiv 
tion,  it  is  more  a|>t  to  lie  reil-hcailed  — than  in 
Surrey  or  Somerset.  Scotelimcn  ask  more  <pies- 
tions  about  Aniericu,  but  fewer  foolish  ones. 
You  will  never  hear  them  incjuirin^'  whetlier 
there  is  any  good  bear-hunting  in  tlie  neigli- 
bourhoml  of  lioston,  or  whether  Shakespeare  is 
iimeh  read  in  the  ."states.  They  have  a  healthy 
rcs|>eet  for  our  institutions,  and  have  quite  for- 
given (if,  indeed,  they  ever  resented)  that  little 
atfair  in  1770.  They  are  all  born  Liberals. 
When  a  Seotehmaii  says  he  is  a  Conservative,  it 
only  means  that  he  is  a  Liberal  with  hesitations. 
And  yet  in  North  Uritain  the  American  pe- 
destrian will  not  find  that  amused  and  somewhat 
condeseeiiding  toleration  for  his  peeidiarities, 
that  placid  willingness  to  make  the  best  of  all 
»1 
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hin  vagoruM  ■■{  »,»...,1.  ,,„,|  , |,„,t,  tl,„t  J„.  (|,„|, 

•M  South  IJ.itai>..  I„  u„  K„jfli»l.  t..w,.  y.,.,  ,„„v 
'I.,  i.rwty  ..md>  wlmt  y.,.,  like  on  a  !^„„,|„v,  eve,, 
to  tl.f  extent  of  wciuin^  a  I.illvc.Hlc  "hat  t» 
<'hi.ivli,  aaJ  |«.,|,le  will  put  „,,  with  it  fnan  a 
.■ouiitrynian  ..)■  Huftalo  Hill  hi.,1  th-  Wild  \Ve,t 
Show.  But  in  a  .Seot.-h  village,  if  you  vvhisth. 
m  the  stivet  „n  a  L.„..r.s  Day,  thouj;!,  it  U-  a 
Mo.«ly  an.l  Sankoy  tuur.  y.,u  will  l.o  likely 
to  grt,  as  I  ,li,l,  a„  a.ln„.niti..M  from  some  1„„„. 
KgSed,  grizzled  chl.T : 

••Young  man,  do  ye  „o  hen  it's  the  Sawlmth 
Day.' 

I  recognized  the  reproof  of  the  righteous,  an 
exeellent  oil  which  .loth  not  l.reak  the  head,  and 
took  it  gratefully  at  the  old  man's  hands.  For 
.1.(1  It  not  prove  that  he  r..gar.le.l  me  as  :.  man 
and  a  brother,  a  ercature  eapable  of  beiiig  eivil- 
ized  and  saved  ,' 

It  was  in  the  gray  toH„  of  Dingwall  that  I 
had  tins  bit  of  i)leasant  eorreetion.  as  I  was  on 
the  way  to  a  fishing  tramj)  through  Sutherlaiul- 
•shire.  This  northwest  corner  of  Great  Britain 
IS  the  best  i)lace  in  the  whole  island  for  a  modest 
and  nnpecunious  angler.  There  are,  or  there 
were  a  few  years  ago,  wild  lochs  and  streams 
which  arc  still  practically  free,  and  a  man  who 
IS  content  with  small  things  can  pick  np  some 
very  pretty  sj.ort  from  the  highland  inns,  ami 

'Jo 
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make  a  good  l-nsket  of  memorable  experiences 
every  wuek. 

The  inn  at  Lairg,  overlooking  the  narrow 
waters  of  Loch  Sliin,  was  einliowured  in  honey- 
suckles, and  full  (if  creature  comfort.  But 
there  were  too  many  other  mini  with  rods  then 
to  suit  my  taste.  "  The  fccsh  in  this  loch,"  said 
the  boatman, "  iss  not  so  numerous  ass  the  feesh- 
ermc'.;,  but  more  wise.  Tliere  iss  not  one  of 
them  tliat  luiss  not  felt  the  hook,  and  they  know 
ferry  well  what  side  of  the  fly  has  the  forkit 
tail." 

At  Altnaharra,  in  the  shadow  o '  Ben  Clebrig, 
there  was  a  cozy  little  liousc  with  good  fare,  and 
abundant  trout-fisliing  in  Loch  Naver  and  Loch 
Meadie.  It  was  there  that  I  fell  in  with  a  wan- 
dering jiearl-peddler  who  gathered  his  wares 
from  th(!  nuissds  in  tlie  moorland  streams. 
They  were  not  of  the  finest  quality,  thes(!  Scot<'h 
pearls,  but  they  liad  pretty,  changeable  colours 
of  pink  and  bhie  upon  thcni,  like  the  iridescent 
light  that  plays  over  the  heather  in  the  long 
northern  evenings.  I  tluiuglit  it  must  be  a  hard 
life  for  tlie  man,  wading  day  after  daj'  in  the  ice- 
cold  water,  and  groping  among  the  coggly,  slid- 
dery  stones  for  the  shellfish,  and  cracking  open 
perhaps  a  thousand  before  he  <'onld  find  one 
pearl.  "  Oh,  yess,"  said  he,  "  and  it  iss  not  an 
easy  life,  and  I  am  not  saying  that  it  will  be  so 
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But 


^varmand  dry  ass  liffi,,.  {„      ,,■,,,,  j, , 

I   -tholifo  that!.. „„  fit  fo,...,  ,11, ,„■„;,„„.„ 

|^aH^on..atP,.,,.e,  and  nhi„,..,,,on  that,!,., 

Wh.,^.,,e,.,.Isa.va„..a.le,.oisi„.davaft,.n 
:       s,f.,o,,,o,nv,Ml,le,...„tn,,otalfo,.,.el,o„„d 

a    od>   w,tl,  plenty  of   l,,own  font  and  a  f.nv 
-->,.,,.     and  ,W„  at  Ton,..  ,,.,...  .a^a 

and  took  the  road  eastward  Letwcn  tI,o  „,onn 

stream  ran  down  to  tl,e  salt  water.- l,r,.aki„  J    : 
.n    of  ehffs  w.tl.  a  little  l,ay  and  a  I.alf.„,oo„  o 
>  now  sand.     Tl,e  heather  eovered  all  tl,eln-li; 
There  were  no  trees.  an,l  ln,t  few  houses.     The' 
"ef  s,gns  of  I.„„au  labour  were  the  roundS 
P'l-  of  peat.  an,l  the  s,,„are  enttin^s  in  the  moo 
marlnng  the  plaees  where  the  subterranean  J, 
hoppers  had  ,athe,.,.d  their  harvests.     The  lonl 
straths  were  onee  eultivated.  and  every  pateh  of 
arable  land  had   its  group  of  eottages' f       of 
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ohiWicii.  Tlie  limiian  liavvost  lias  always  been 
tlic  riclicst  and  most  aliundant  that  is  raised 
in  the  llisldaiuls;  Imt  iinfoitnnatoly  tin;  snpply 
exeeeded  tlie  demand  ;  and  .,  i  the  crofters  weii; 
evicted,  and  great  flocks  of  sheep  were  put  in 
possession  of  tlie  land  ;  and  now  the  sheep-pas- 
tures have  been  chani;cd  into  deer-forests ;  and 
far  and  wide  alon;;  the  valleys  and  across  tlie 
hills  there  is  not  a  trace  of  hahitatiou,  except  the 
heaps  of  stones  and  the  eluiups  of  stragglinj; 
hushes  which  mark  the  sites  of  lost  homes.  Hut 
what  is  one  country's  loss  is  auotlicr  country's 
gain.  Canada  and  the  United  States  are  in- 
finitely the  richer  for  th.'  tou<;h.  strong;,  fearless, 
honest  men  that  were  dispersed  from  tlicse  lonely 
straths  to  make  new  hmiics  across  the  -'a. 

It  was  after  sundown  when  I  reached  the 
strajr-lin^'  vilhifje  of  Mdvich,  and  the  long 
day's  iiiuruey  had  left  me  weary,  liiit  the  inn, 
with  its  red-ourtained  windows,  looked  bright 
and  reassuring.  Thoughts  of  dinner  and  a  good 
beil  comforted  my  spirit  —  prematurely.  For 
the  inn  was  full.  There  were  but  five  bedrooms 
and  two  parlors.  The  gcutleuien  who  had  the 
neighboring  shootings  oeeuiiied  tliree  bedrooms 
and  a  ^larlor :  the  other  two  bedrooms  had  just 
been  taken  by  the  English  fishermen  who  had 
passed  me  in  the  road  an  hour  ago  in  the  mail- 
coach  (oh :  why  had  I  not  suspected  that  treach- 
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emus  vehicl,.?);  and  tlie  landlord  and  his  wife 
assuml  me,  witl,  ,.,,„al  (ir,„ness  and  sympathy, 
that  there  was  not  anothei-  eot  or  pair  of  blankets 
in  the  house.     1  believed  them,  and  was  sinkin- 
int.)  despair  when  Sandy  M'Kaye  appeared  ,m 
the  seune  as  my  aiiyel  of  deliveranee.     Sandy 
was   a   small,   withered,   wiry    man.   dressed   ii, 
rusty  gray,  with  an  immense  white  collar  thrust- 
in-  ,,ut  its  points  .m  either  side  of  his  chin,  and 
a  hlaek   stoek   climbing  over  the  ti>p  of  it.     I 
guessed  fi„m  his  speech  that  he  had  once  liv.^d 
in  the  lowlands,      lie  had  hoped  to  be  engaged 
as  a  gillie  by  the  s]i„.,ting  party,  but  ha(rbc..u 
di.sai)poiiited.     He  hiid  wanted   to  be  taken  by 
the  p;nglisli  fishermen,  but  anothi-r  and  y.mnger 
m.-in  had  stei)pcd  iji    before  him.     \ow  Sandv 
saw  in  me  his  Predestinated  Op],„rtunity,  and 
liail  no  idea  of  letting  it  post  up  the  road  that 
night  to  the  next  village.      He  cleaivd  his  throat 
respectfully  iind  i-ut  into  the  conversation. 

"Ah"m  thinkin"  the  gentleman  micht  Ihid  a 
coonifortaible  lo<lgiir  wi'  the  weedow  Macphair- 
son  a  wee  bittie  doon  the  road.  Her  docht<u'  is 
awa'  in  .Vmeriky,  an'  the  room  is  a  verra  fine 
room,  an'  it  is  a  peety  to  hae  it  .staniiin'  idle, 
an'  ye  wmlna  mind  the  few  steps  to  and  fro  tai. 
yir  meal.t  here,  sir,  wud  ye?  An'  if  ye  'ill 
gang  wi'  me  efter  dinner,  'a  '11  be  prood  to  shoo 
ye  the  hoosc." 
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So,  after  a  good  dimier  with  the  English 
fishermen,  Sandy  piloted  uu;  down  the  road 
throngh  the  thii:kening  dusk.  I  rumeniber  a 
hoodie  erow  flew  close  liehind  us  with  a  chok- 
ing, ghostly  cough  thut  startled  me.  The  Mac- 
pherson  cottage  was  a  sung  little  house  of  stone, 
with  fuchsias  and  roses  growing  in  the  front 
yard :  and  the  widow  was  a  donee  old  lady,  with 
a  face  like  a  winti'r  apple  in  the  month  of  April, 
wrinkled,  but  still  rosy.  She  was  a  little  doubt- 
ful about  entertaining  strangers,  1)ut  when  she 
heard  I  was  from  America  she  opened  the  doors 
of  her  house  and  her  heart.  And  when,  by  ;; 
subtle  cross  examination  that  would  have  been 
a  credit  to  the  wife  of  a  Connecticut  deacon, 
she  discovered  the  fact  that  her  lodger  was  a 
minister,  she  did  two  things,  with  ecjnal  and  im- 
mediate fervour;  she  brought  out  the  big  Hible 
and  asked  him  to  conduct  evening  worsL'.p,  and 
she  produced  a  bottle  of  old  tileidivet  and 
begg'jd  him  to  "  guard  against  takkin'  cauld  by 
takkin'  a  glass  of  speerits." 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  fortnight  at  Melvieh. 
Mistress  Macpherson  was  so  motherly  that  "  tak- 
kin cauld  "  was  rciluced  to  a  permanent  in>pos- 
sibility.  The  other  men  at  the  inn  proved  to  be 
very  companionable  fellows,  quite  different  from 
the  monsters  of  insolence  that  my  anger  had 
imagined  in  the  moment  of  disappointment.  The 
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a  curious  fact  i»  natural  history  that  on  the 
loL'hs  witli  boats  the  trout  were  in  the;  shallow 
water,  but  in  the  boatlesa  loclis  they  were  away 
out  in  the  depths.  "Juist  the  total  depralvity 
o"  troots,"  sail!  Sandy,  "an' terrible  fateeyin'." 

Sandy  had  an  aversion  to  comniit  liiniself  to 
delinlte  statements  on  any  subjeet  not  theologi- 
cal. If  you  asked  him  how  lon^;  the  morning's 
tri-.m))  would  be,  it  was  "no  verra  lonij;,  jnist 
a  bit  ayaut  the  hull  yonner.''  And  if,  at  the 
eiul  of  the  .seventh  mile,  you  eom|)lained  that  it 
was  nmeh  too  far,  ho  would  never  do  more  than 
admit  that  "  it  mieht  be  shorter."  If  you  called 
him  to  rejoice  over  a  tront  that  weighed  close 
upon  two  jiounds,  he  allowed  that  it  was  "no 
bad  —  but  there 's  bigger  anes  i'  the  loch  gin  we 
cud  but  wile  them  oot."  And  at  luuch-time, 
when  we  turned  out  a  full  basket  of  shining 
fish  on  the  heather,  tlie  most  tiiiit  he  would  say, 
while  his  eyes  snapped  with  joy  and  pride,  was, 
"Aweel,  we  cauna  comjjain,  the  dav." 

Then  he  would  gather  an  armful  of  dried 
heather-stems  for  kindling,  and  dig  out  a  few 
roots  and  crooked  limbs  of  the  long- vanished 
forest  from  the  dry,  brown,  peaty  soil,  and  make 
our  camp-fire  of  prehistoric  wood  — just  for  the 
pleasant,  homelike  look  of  the  blaze  —  and  sit 
down  beside  it  to  eat  our  lunch.  Heat  is  the 
least  of  the  benefits  that  man  gets  fi'om  fire.  It 
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is  the  sign  .,f  ..lioerfiilness  an.l  jrood  ooini!.<1c. 
sliip.  I  woiiia  n„t  Hillinoly  satisfy  my  hnn..,,,-, 
even  in  a  suininrv  noonin-  witliout'a  littl..  fl:u,„i 
bnrnin<r  „n  a  nistie  .V.trir  to  consc-rate  aiul 
'■"hveu  tlie  toast.  Wlion  tlie  bread  and  elin^se 
wi'ie  finished  and  tlie  pip,..,  were  lilh.d  with 
V  "•;,'ii"a  tnliae,.,,.  San.ly  would  lie-in  to  tell  „„., 
vii-.v  s(,K.,n,d-  a.Kl  ivspiTtfidlv,  about  the  mlsl 
l^iki's  r  had  mad"  in  the  fisl.im;  that  dav.  an,l 
"">">■"  "v,.r  the  fa..t  that  the  lar;;est  fish  had 
not  be..,,  hooke,!.  Theiv  was  a  strong  strain  of 
l.essnnis„,  i„  Sandy.  an,l  he  enjoy,,d  this  part  of 
the  sport  immenselv. 

Ihit    ho   was   at   liis   host   in   the   walk   homo 
thronoh  the  ]i„o;,.rin;,r  twilight,  wla'n  the  nmr- 
mnr  of  the  sea  tninldod  throu-h  the  air.  and 
the  Ineeiise  of  bnrninn;  peat  floated  i!i>  fr,>n.  the 
eotta-es.  and  the  stars  blossomed  one  bv  ono  in 
the  iiale-crrien  sky.     Then  .'^an.Iy  da.idered  on 
at   his  ease  down   the   hills,  .and   dhseoursed  of 
things  in  heaven   and   earth.      He   was   an   nn- 
conseioiis  f„lh>wer  of  the  theolo^v  of  the  Rever- 
end John  Jasper,  of  Ki.dimond,  Vii-inia.  and  iv. 
joctod  the  Coporniean  theory  of  the  universe  as 
iueonsistoiit  with  tlie  Iiistory  of  Joshua.     "Gin 
thi.  .snn  doosna  niuve,"  said  he.  "  what  for  w.ad 
Joshua  be  tidliir  him  to  stond  steel  ?     'A  wad 
saner  hehvve  there  was  a  niistak'  in  tlw  veesi- 
ble  heevens  than  ae  fault  in  the  Guid   Bnik   ' 
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'NVliercupon  we  lifld  liiii^' (iiscdiiisp  of  iistronoiny 
and  ins|iii:ition  ;  Imt  S;iii(ly  ((incliKkd  it  witli 
ii  jdiilDsiipliir  won!  wliicli  lilt  little  to  be  said: 
"Awvi'l,  yon  tc'>'U'si'o|)(;  is  a  wonncrfid  deosi'OV- 
ciy ;  but  'a  diiuia  tliiuli  the  less  o'  the  Baible." 


III. 


WniTF.    HKATIIKR. 

Memory  is  a  capvii'iouH  and  arbitrary  crea- 
tine. You  never  can  tell  what  pebble  she  will 
(lick  up  from  the  shore  of  life  to  keep  among 
her  trcasMi'i's,  or  wliat  inconspicuous  flower  of 
the  field  she  will  prescrvi!  as  the  symbol  of 

'"Tlioil^'llts  lliut  ltd  ol'tt'li  lii>  too  Jt!ep  for  tears." 

She  has  her  own  scale  of  values  for  these  memen- 
tos, and  knows  notliinj;  of  tlie  market  price  of 
precious  stones  or  the  costly  splendour  of  ran; 
oreliids.  The  thini;  that  pleases  her  is  the  thinj; 
that  she  will  hold  fast.  And  yet  I  do  not  doubt 
that  the  most  important  things  are  always  the 
bc>st  remcnibercd;  only  we  must  learn  that  the 
real  importance  of  what  we  see  and  hear  in  the 
world  is  to  be  measured  .at  last  by  its  mean- 
ing, its  signifloanee.  its  intimacy  with  the  heart 
of  our  lieart  and  tlie  life  of  our  life.  And  when 
we  find  a  little  token  of  the  past  very  safely 
and  imperishably  kept  among  our  recollections, 
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we  must  Ixli.vc  tli.it  inc'iiiDrv  lias  iiiiiile  iki  mis- 
takf.  It  is  lii'(Miisf  that  littli^  lliiiii;'  lias  fntcreil 
into  our  I'Xiici'iuiici'  un.st  iIm  iily,  tlial  it  stays 
with  us  ami  \\■^)  cainiut  lo  .c  it. 

You  liavc  hall'  for;;ottc'ii  many  a  faiuuus  scmiu' 
that  you  trivclliil  lar  to  looU  iiixiii.  Vou  can- 
not dearly  recall  lliu  suliliiue  jiuak  of  .M.iiil 
Uhiiio,  the  roariii;;'  curve  of  >iiaj;ara,  the  va^t 
dome  of  St.  Peters.  Tlic  iiiusii'  of  I'atli's  ervs- 
tallim;  voice  has  left  no  distinct  echo  in  your 
renicmlirance.  ami  tlic  lilossiimins;  of  the  centnry- 
plant  is  dimmer  than  tln'  shadow  of  a  <lream. 
Hut  there  is  a  nanieh'ss  valley  anion;;  the  hills 
where  you  can  still  trace  every  curve  of  the 
stream,  and  see  the  foam-liells  Hoating  on  the 
poid  hcliiw  the  brid^'c,  and  the  loni;-  moss  waver- 
ini;  in  the  current.  'I'liert'  is  a  rustic  son"-  of 
a  ^nrl  passing'  throuf;h  the  fields  at  sunset,  that 
still  rejieats  its  far-off  cadence  in  your  listening 
ears.  There  is  a  small  flow.  ]■  treinlilini;  on  its 
stem  in  some  hiildi'ii  nook  beneath  the  open  sky, 
that  never  withers  through  all  the  changing 
years ;  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  but  it  is  not 
gone  —  it  .■ibides  forever  in  your  soul,  an  ama- 
ranthlni!  word  of  beauty  and  truth. 

White  heather  is  not  an  easy  flower  to  find. 
You  may  look  for  it  among  the  highlands  for 
a  day  without  success.     And  when  it  is  discov- 
ered, there  is  little  outward  charm  to  commend 
105 


A  H.l.V/Jfr/,  OF  IIEATIIKR 

it.     It  lacks  tlie  jjiwe  of  tli.^  .lainty  bella  that 
hang  so  al.iunluiitly  from  tho   h'nni    7',tr,itij\ 
and  the  i)iiik  -low  of  tlm  inimincialilu  hlossmiis' 
of  till!  lomiiion  heathi:!-.     Hut  thcjii  it  is  a  svml.ol. 
It    is  the  Seotcli  ICIi-hrci^x.      It   i,„.a,is   siiuvi-u 
affiTtioii,  anil  iiiisrllish   lovu,  anil  trn.lfi-  wishes 
as  [inn;  as  jirayeis.      1   sliall    always   ivinenihrr 
the  evonin;,'  when  1  foiin.l   the  wliite  heiitliei-  on 
Ihe  niiii.ilanil  ahove  (ilen    Kiieht.      (h;   lathei-, 
it  was  not  I  that  founil  it  (_f.)r  I  have  litth^  luek 
in  tlie  diseoveiy  of  good  omens,  and  Imve  never 
jduuked  a  four-leaved   clover   in   mv   life),   hut 
■ny  companion,  the  -^^ile  Mistress  of  the  (Jleii, 
whose  hair  was  wh.t,  .    .han  tlio  tiny  hlossoms, 
and  yet  whose  eyes  were  far  iiniekei-  than  mine 
to  see  and  name  every  Hower  tliat  bloomed  in 
those  lofty,  widespread  liehls. 

li^richt  Water  is  formed  by  the  marriage  of 
two  streams,  one  Howin^'  out  of  Strath  Ardle 
and  the  other  deseending  from  Cairn  Gowar 
tluoiigh  the  long,  lonely  Pass  of  Glenshee.  The 
Kiielit  l)egins  at  the  bridge  of  Cally,  and  it3 
|)lacid,  beautiful  glen,  nninarred  by  railw.-iy  or 
factory,  reaches  almost  down  to  Blairgowrie. 
On  the  southern  bank,  but  far  above  the  water, 
runs  the  liigli  road  to  IJracniar  and  the  Linn 
of  Dee.  On  the  other  side  of  the  river,  nestling 
among  the  trees,  is  the  low  white  numor-house, 

*'Aii  ancient  Ii.imB  of  peace." 
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beiieatli  lier  widow's  cap,  and  a  spray  of  white 
heather  in  Iior  outstretched  hand. 

There  were  no  other  guests  in  the  house  bj' 
the  river  (hiiiu};-  those  still  days  in  the  noontide 
Inish  of  midsuniniei-.  Kvery  niornins,  while  the 
Mistress  was  busied  with  her  household  cares 
and  letters,  I  would  be  out  in  the  fields  hearing 
the  lark  sing,  and  watching  the  rabbits  as  they 
ran  to  and  fro,  scattering  the  dew  from  the 
grass  in  a  glittering  spray.  Or  perhaps  I  would 
be  angling  down  the  river  with  the  swift  press- 
ure of  the  water  around  my  knees,  and  an  in- 
articulate current  of  cooling  thoughts  flowing  on 
and  on  tlirough  my  brain  like  the  murmur  of 
the  stream.  Every  afternoon  there  were  long 
walks  with  the  Mistress  in  the  old-fashioned 
garden,  wliere  wonderful  roses  were  blooming; 
or  through  the  dark,  fir-shaded  den  where  the 
wild  burn  dropped  down  to  pin  the  river;  or 
out  upon  the  high  moor  under  tlie  waning  orange 
sunset.  Every  night  there  were  liuninous  and 
restful  talks  beside  the  open  fire  in  the  library, 
when  the  words  came  clear  and  calm  from  the 
heart,  unperturbed  by  the  vain  desire  of  saying 
brilliant  things,  which  turns  so  much  of  our  con- 
versation into  a  combat  of  wits  instead  of  an 
interchange  of  thoughts.  Talk  like  this  is  pos- 
sible only  between  two.  The  arrival  of  a  thiid 
person  sets  the  lists  for  a  tournament,  and  offers 
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the  pmc  of  approbation  for  a  verbal  victory 
f "     "'■"■-  ,*•--  --  -.ly  two,  the  ar„,o,.      l^i, 

One  of  tl.e  two  .shonl.l    be  a  goo.l   listener 

"  ""^  '''^^■'''  '"•"''^■■•-     ii"t  its  fi,iest  secrets  <Io  not 

^o.e  to  l.er  until  s,,e  has  passe,  bevont 

cer ta,„  ,        „  „f  „„„,,,i,„^„^^  _^__;,  " 

and  entered  nto  the  serenity  of  a  tranqni/ag  " 
What  ,s  h,s  foolish  thin,  that  n.en  say  about 
th  .mposs.bdityof  true  intin.aev  and  eonv  rse 
between  t  e  young  and  the  old"?  llan.e  oT 
for  exan.ph,  i„   his   book  on  "  Iluu.an   Inter-' 

pa  t,  I  luue  „,„re  oft,.„  fo„„d  it  an  open  doo, 
a  da  seeur,ty  of  generous  and  tolerant  welcome 
or  the  young  soldier,  who  eon.es  in  tired  ami 

dusty  from  the  battle-Held,  to  tell  his  stoyo 
defeat  or  v.etory  in  ,he  garden  of  still  tho  Ih 

where  old  age  is  resting  in  the   peace  of  ho, 
ourable  d,s,.harge.     I  ,ih,  „,,.,t  Lbert  Lo  .^ 

"Not  only  is  the  presence  of  the  aged  in  itself 
.■omedud,  but  their  ndnds  are  store',  with t" 

It  o:!.",""""'   "'"'*''■''  P'"*"'  'considerations 

ovedooked   by  youth.      They   have   matter   to 
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communicate,  be  they  never  so  stupid.  Their 
talk  is  not  merely  literature,  it  is  great  litera- 
ture :  classic  by  virtue  of  the  si)eaker's  iletaeh- 
nient ;  studded,  like  a  book  of  travel,  with 
things  we  should  iu)t  otherwise  have  learnt. 
.  .  .  Wliere  youth  agrees  with  age,  not  where 
they  differ,  wisdom  lies ;  and  it  is  when  the 
young  disciple  finds  his  heart  to  beat  in  tune 
with  his  gray-haired  teacher's  that  a  lesson  may 
be  learned." 

The  conversation  of  the  Mistress  of  the  Glen 
shone  like  the  light  and  distilled  like  the  dew, 
not  only  by  virtue  of  what  she  said,  but  still 
more  by  virtue  of  what  she  was.  Her  face  was 
a  good  counsel  against  discouragement ;  and  the 
cheerful  (juietude  of  her  demeanor  was  a  rebuke 
to  all  rebellious,  cowardly,  and  discontented 
thoughts.  It  was  not  the  striking  novelty  or 
profundity  of  her  connnentary  on  life  that  made 
it  memorable,  it  was  simply  the  truth  of  what 
she  said  and  thi^  gentleness  with  whidi  she  said 
it.  Epigrams  are  worth  little  for  guidance  to 
the  perplexed,  and  less  for  comfort  to  the 
wounded.  But  the  \>\:\m.  homely  sayings  which 
come  from  a  soul  that  has  learned  the  lesson  of 
]).atient  courage  in  the  school  of  real  experience, 
fall  upon  the  wound  like  drops  of  balsam,  and 
like  a  soothing  lotion  upon  the  eyes  smarting 
and  blinded  with  passion. 
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She  spoke  of  those  who  had  walked  -vith  her 
long  ago  in  her  garden,  and  for  whose  sake,  now 
that  they  had  all  gone  into  the  worhl  of  light, 
every  fl,)wer  was  doubly  dear.     M'oidd  it  be  a 
true  proof  of  loyalty  to  tlieni  if  .she  lived  gloom- 
ily or  desjrondently   because  they  were  awav  ' 
She  spoke  of  the  duty  of  being  ready  to  welcome 
happiness  as  well  as  to  en<Iure  i)ain,  and  of  th, 
strength  that  enduran.'e  wins  by  being  grateful 
for  small  daily  joys,  like  tlie  evening  lig^ht,  and 
the  smell   of  roses,  and    the  singing  of    birds. 
She  spoke  of  the  faith  that  rests  on  the  Unseen 
Wisdom  and   Love  like  a  child  on  its  mother's 
breast,  and  the  melting  away  of  .loubts  in  the 
warmth  of  an   effort  to  do  some  good    in   the 
world.     And  if  that  effort  has  conflict,  and  ad- 
venture, and  confused  noise,  and  mistakes,  and 
even  defeats  mingled  with  it,  in  the  stormv  years 
of  youth,  is  not  that  to  be  expected ?     The  buin 
roars  ami  leaps  in  the  den,  and  the  stream  chafes 
and  frets  through  the  rapids  of  the  glen,  aiul 
the  river  does  not  grow  calm  and  smooth  until 
It  nears  the  sea.     C'ourage  is  a  virtue  that  the 
young  cannot  si)are ;  to  lose  it  is  to  grow  old  be- 
fore the  time ;  it  is  beUer  to  make  a  thousand 
mistakes  and  suffer  a  thousand  reverses  than  to 
run  away  from  the  battle.     Kesi-uatioii  is  the 
courage  of  old  age  ;  it  will  grow  in  its  own  sea- 
son ;  and  it  is  a  good  day  when  it  comes  to  us. 
Ill 
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Then  there  are  no  more  diaappointiiients ;  for  we 
havi'  learned  that  it  is  even  better  to  desire  the 
thiiiRS  that  we  have  than  to  have  the  things  that 
we  desire.     And  is  not  the  l)ust  of  all  our  hopes 

the  hope  of  inmiortulity  —  always  before  us? 

IIow  can  we  be  dull  or  heavy  while  we  have  that 
new  experience  to  look  forward  to  ?  It  will  be 
the  most  joyful  of  all  our  travels  and  adventures. 
It  will  bring  us  our  best  acquaintances  and 
friendshiiis.  Hut  there  is  only  one  way  to  get 
ready  fo  immortality,  i^nd  that  is  to  love  tliis 
life,  an('  ,  ve  it  as  bravely  and  cheerfully  and 
faithfully  as  we  can. 

So  my  gentle  teacher  with  the  silver  hair 
showed  me  the  treasures  of  her  ancient,  simple 
faith ;  and  I  felt  that  no  sermons,  nor  books,  nor 
arguments  can  strengthen  the  doubting  heart  so 
deeply  as  just  to  come  into  touch  with  a  soul 
that  is  founded  upon  a  rock,  and  has  proved  the 
truth  of  that  plain  religion  whose  highest  phi- 
losophy is  "Trust  in  the  Lord  and  do  good." 
At  the  end  of  the  evening  the  household  was 
gathered  for  prayers,  and  the  Mistress  kneeled 
among  her  servants,  leading  them,  in  her  soft 
Scottish  accent,  through  the  old  familiar  peti- 
tions for  pardon  for  the  errors  of  the  day,  and 
refreshing  sleep  through  the  night  and  strength 
for  the  morrow.  It  is  good  to  be  in  a  land, 
whatever  be  the  name  of  the  Church  that  teaches 
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it,  where  the  people  are  not  ashamed  to  pray     I 
have  shared  the    blessing  of  Catholics  at  iheir 
table  m  lowly  ip.ts  anion-  the  mountains  of  the 
Tyrol,  and  knelt  with  Covenanters  at  their  honse- 
hold  altar   in   the  glens   of  Seotland ;  and   all 
around  the  world,  where  the  spirit  ,.f  prayer  is 
there  is  peaee.     The  genius  of  the  Seotoh  has 
made  many  an.  I  ,jreat  eontributions  to  literature, 
but  none  I  thn.k,  more  preeions.  and  none  that 
comes  eloser  to  the  heart,  than  the  prayer  which 
Kobert  Louis  Stevenson  vvrote  for  his  family  in 
distant  Samoa,  the  night  before  he  died:  — 

'•  We  heseeeh  tliee,  I,or,l.  to  l,ehoI,:  us  with  fav„„r, 
folk  of  many  families  a  „1  nations,  sathe.cj  to-.ether 
m  the  peace  „t  this  roof:  weak  men  and  women  snl,- 
sisting  „,„le,.  the  covert  of  thy  patience.     Be  patient 
still ;  sutfer  us  yet  a  while  longer-  with  our  hrokeu 
promises  of  good,  witli  our  idle  en.Ieavours  against 
evil -suffer  us  a  wliile  longer  to  einlure,  and  (if  it 
may  he)  help  us  to  do  Letter.     Bless  to  us  our  extra- 
ordinary  mereies:  if  the  d.ay  oonie  when  these  must 
be  taken,  have  us  play  the  man  under  alHiction.     Be 
with  our  friends,  be  with  ourselves.     Go  with  each  of 
"s  to  rest ;  if  any  awake,  temper  to  them  the  dark 
lioursof  watching;  .and  when  the  d.ay  returns  to  us- 
our  sun  and  comforter  -  call  us  with  niornin-,  faces 
eager  to  labour,  eager  io  be  happy,  if  hajipiness  shall 
be  our  portion,  and.  if  the  day  be  marked  to  sorrow 
strong  to  endure  it.     We  thank  thee  and  praise  thee  ; 
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and,  in  the  words  of  Him  to  nlmm  tliis  day  is  gacred, 
close  our  oblation." 

The  man  who  made  that  kindly  human  prayer 
knew  the  meiuiing  of  white  heather.  And  I 
daj-e  to  ho])e  that  I  too  have  known  somethins  of 
its  meanin;,',  since  that  evening  when  the  Mis- 
tresa  of  the  Glen  picked  the  spray  and  gave  it  to 
"11^  on  the  lonely  moor.  "  And  now,"  she  said, 
•'  you  will  be  going  home  across  the  sea ;  and  you 
luive  been  welcome  here,  but  it  is  time  that  you 
should  go,  for  there  is  the  place  where  your  real 
duties  and  troubles  and  joys  are  waiting  for  you. 
And  if  you  have  left  any  misunderstandings 
behind  you,  you  will  try  to  clear  them  up ;  and 
if  tliere  have  been  any  quarrels,  you  will  heal 
thcni.  Carry  this  little  flower  with  you.  It 's 
not  the  bonniest  blossom  in  Scotland,  but  it 's  the 
dearest,  for  the  message  that  it  brings.  And 
you  will  remember  that  love  is  not  getting,  but 
giving;  not  a  wild  dream  of  pleasure,  and  a 
madness  of  desire  — oh  no,  love  is  not  that  —  it 
is  goodness,  and  honour,  and  peace,  and  pure  liv- 
"'g  — yes,  love  is  that;  and  it  is  the  best  thing 
in  the  world,  and  the  thing  that  lives  longest. 
And  that  is  what  I  am  wishing  for  you  and 
yours  with  this  bit  of  white  heather." 
114 


THE    RISTIC.OUCHE    FROM    A  HORSE 
YACHT 


ftod kuntur,  •  .My  ,„j  I    . ...  ■    "•■'"'■  '"M  enal  implicU,  and 


THE    RISriGOlJCHK    FROM    A    HORSE- 
YACHT 

The  boundary  line  botween  tlio  Province  of 
Qnebee  and  New  IJrnn.wi.k,  for  a  c.„M.i,l,.ral,l,. 
l>art  of  Its  course,  resembles  the  nan.o  of  the 
poet  Keats;  it  is  "writ  in  water."  But  like 
"s  fame,  it  is  water  that  never  fails, -the 
limpid  current  of  the  liver  Kisti-ouche. 

The  railway  crawls  over  it  on  a  lonjj  brid^^e 
at  AIetai>«dia,  and  you  are  dropped  in  tlie  dark- 
..CSS  somewhere   between   mi.lnisht  and  dawn 
When  you  open  your  green  window-shutters  tlie 
next  morning,  you  see  tliat  the  village  is  a  <lis. 
consolate  hainlet,  scattered  along   the  track  as 
.f  It  ha<l  been  shaken  by  clianee  from  an  open 
freightM^ar;   it  consists  of  twenty  houses,  tlireo 
shops   and  a  discouraged  church  perched  upon 
a  little  hillock  like  a  solitary  mourner  on  the 
anxious  seat.     The  one  comfortable  and  pros- 
perous feature  in  the  countenance  of  xMetape.lia 
IS  the  house  of   the   Eistigouche  Salmon  Club 
—  an  oid-fashioned  mansion,  with  broad,  white 
piazza,  looking  over  rich  meadow-landg.     Hero 
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it  wan  that  I  foiinil  my  fiiciiil  Favoiiius,  \n-KM- 
dent  of  solemn  societies,  pillar  of  clmreli  and 
state,  ingenuously  arrayeil  in  gray  knieker- 
bocUers,  a  Hannel  shirt,  and  a  soft  hat,  waiting 
to  take  mo  on  his  horse-yacht  for  a  voyage  up 
tile  river. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  horse-yacht?  Sonie- 
tinies  it  is  called  a  scow  ;  lint  that  sounds  com- 
mon. Sometimes  it  is  called  a  house-boiit ;  hut 
that  is  too  Knglish.  What  docs  it  profit  a  man 
to  have  a  whole  dictionary  full  of  language  at 
his  service,  unless  he  can  invent  a  new  and 
suggestive  name  for  his  friend's  pleasure-craft? 
The  foundation  of  the  horse-yacht — if  a  thing 
that  floats  may  be  called  fundamental  —  is  a  flat- 
bottomed  boat,  some  fifty  feet  long  and  ten  feet 
wide,  with  a  draft  of  about  eight  inches.  The 
deck  is  open  for  fifteen  feet  aft  of  the  place 
where  the  bowsprit  ought  to  be ;  behind  that  it 
is  completely  covered  by  a  house,  cabin,  cottage, 
or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  it,  with  straight 
sides  and  a  ]ieaked  roof  of  a  very  early  Gothic 
pattern.  Looking  in  at  the  door  you  see,  first 
of  all,  two  cots,  one  on  either  side  of  the  pas- 
sage; then  an  open  s])ace  with  a  dining-table, 
a  stove,  and  some  chairs  beyond  that  a  pantry 
with  shelves,  and  a  great  chest  for  j)rovisions. 
A  door  at  the  back  opens  into  the  kitchen,  and 
from  that  another  door  opens  into  a  sleeping- 
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r  om  for  the  hoatiutn.  A  li„^.,.  ,v,.o.Icn  tillt-r 
curves  ovi-r  tlio  stern  of  tl.o  Irnat.  u.i.l  tl...  Ik.|„,s. 
mail  stands  up,,,,  tl,e  Uiti'lie„.,,x)f  T«„  ,.ai,„cs 
are  floati„g  l,el,i,„l,  i.ol.lh.g  l.aek,  at  the  e„.l  of 
tl,e,r  l.nij;  tow-i-ope,,  as  if  reli.etai.t  to  follow  s., 
•loiiisv  a  l,.a,le,'.  This  is  a.,  ae.Mi.ate  a.„l  .h.ly 
attested  <les,.,i|,tIo„  of  the  l„.,.s„.ya.l,t.  If  i,ee. 
.•ssa,;v  it  eo„l,l  l,e  swon,  to  1„  t„-e  a  ,i.,t,irv  i„,l,. 
""•■  lint  I  a.„  i,e,-fe..tly  s,,,..  that  yo„  '„,i^-|,t 
■•'M.l  this  tl„.,„u|,  without  skii.i.i,,;;  a  Wo,-,l,  aa.l 
It  yo„  had  „ev,.,  seen  the  e,-eat„,e  with  yo„r 
mvii  eyes,  you  would  have  no  idea  how  ahsunl  it 
J<.oks  and  how  eon,fo,tahle  it  is. 

Whih  we  were  st,.wi„-  away  our  triiiiKs  an,l 
-ass  ..nder  tl,e  ,.ots,  and  „,aki„j,.  an  e.,„itahle 
div,s,on  of  the  hooks  upon  the  walls,  the  motive 

';""■"'■  "f   ""^^   ."'^''t   -t I   I'-itieutlv   upon   the 

sliore,  stai„,,n,j;  a  hoof,  „„w  a,„l  then,  or  sl,ak. 
ing  a  Hliajfgy  head  in  ,uild   juotest  aj,rai„st  the 
nies.     Ihree   more  l)essiinistie-lookin-  horses  I 
n..vcr  8a«,.     They  wrc  harnessed  abreast,  and 
tasteiie.l   hy  a   pn.dijrions    tow-rope   to   a   short 
post  m  tlie  nii.ldle  of  the  forward  deck.     Their 
driVM-  was  a  trneulent,  iM-i^^aiulish.  bearded  old 
fellow  ■„  long  boots,  a  blue  flannel  shirt,  an,l  a 
blaek  so„,l„e,o.      1I„  sat  u,>on  the  niiddle  ho,se 
and  some   wild  instinet  of  eolor  had  made  l,i,u 
tie  a  big  red  handkerehief  around  his  shoulders 
so  that  the  eye  of  the  beholder  took  delight  i.i 
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him.  lie  imihwI  like  u  ImM,  liail  roliher-ohiof. 
Hilt  ill  iH)iiit  of  f:ut  [  l)('lii'Vo  li('  was  tliu  iiiiMe»t 
ami  iiiii.it  iiii>riousivu  of  iiicii.  We  never  lieiiid 
liiiii  uay  aiijtliiiig  escept  at  a  distuiiee,  to  hi« 
horses,  aiul  we  iliil  not  imiuirc  what  that  wan. 

Well,  as  1  have  xuiil,  we  were  Iiagt^ling  cour- 
teously over  tlioiM!  hook.H  in  the  cahin,  wlien  the 
boat  gave  a  liireh.  Tlie  bow  swung  out  into  the 
stream.  There  was  a  seranibling  and  clattering 
of  iron  horse-slioea  on  tlie  rougli  ahingle  of  the 
bank ;  and  when  we  looked  out  of  doors,  our 
house  was  moving  up  the  river  with  the  boat 
under  it. 

The  Histl^'ouehe  is  a  noble  stream,  stately  and 
swift  and  strong.  It  rises  amoii^  the  dense  for- 
ests in  the  northern  ])art  of  New  Drunswiek  — 
a  moist  upland  rei,non,  of  never-failing  springs 
and  inniimerous  lakes  —  and  pours  a  flood  of 
clear,  cold  water  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles 
northward  and  eastward  through  the  hills  into 
the  head  A  the  Day  of  Chalours.  There  are  no 
falls  in  its  course,  but  rapids  everywhere.  It  is 
steadfast  but  not  impetuous,  quick  but  not  tur- 
bulent, resolute  and  eager  in  its  desire  to  get  to 
the  sea,  like  the  life  of  a  man  who  has  a  pur- 
pose 

"  Too  great  for  haste,  too  bigli  for  rivalry." 

The  wonder  is  where  all  the  water  comes  from. 

But  the  river  is  fed  by  more  than  six  thousand 
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iKltmre  iiiilex  of  t.  rritory.  From  Imth  »iM.,,  the 
little  lr,«,l(M  (di,,,.  (lasliiii^r  i„  „itl,  their  hn|,|,lv. 
At  intervals  ii  lar-er  Ktreuiii,  r,  .1, '  ing  „way  baeic 
unions  the  mountains  like  11  hand  with  many 
filigiTs  to  gatlier 

'■■rh«  (ilt.T.'d  IrilMit,.  nf  til..  r.,ii^li  wuodland," 

delivers  its  p.mrons  olJ-.Tinsf  to  the  main  our. 
rent.  Ami  thin  also  is  liU,.  a  human  life,  whieh 
reee.ves  wealtli  and  power  from  Iii.lden  ».)nrees 
in  other  lives,  and  is  fell  atinndantly  from  the 
past  in  order  that  it  may  feed  tlie  future. 

The  names  of  tlie  ehief  trihutariis  of  th(!  Uis. 
ti^'.)iiehe  are  eurious.  Tliere  is  th..  headstron-; 
Meta])edia,  and  the  erooked  Upsahiniteh,  and 
tlio  Patapedia.  and  the  (iuatawamkedgwiek. 
These  arc  words  at  which  the  tongue  balks  at 
first,  but  yon  soon  grow  used  to  them  ami  learn 
to  take  anything  of  five  syllables  with  a  rush, 
as  a  hunter  takes  a  (ive-barrod  gate,  trusting  to 
fortune  that  you  will  eome  down  with  the  aeccnt 
in  the  riglit  place. 

For  six  or  seven  mih-s  above  Metapedia  the 
river  has  a  breailtli  of  about  two  hundred  yards, 
and  the  valley  slojies  back  ratlier  gently  to  th(' 
mountains  on  either  side.  There  is  a  good  deal 
of  cultivated  land,  and  scattered  farmhouses 
appear.  The  soil  is  excellent.  But  it  is  like 
a  pearl   cast    before   an  obstinate,   unfriendly 
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climate.  Late  frosts  prolong  the  winter.  Early 
frosts  curtail  the  suniiuer.  The  only  safe  crops 
are  giass,  oats,  and  jjotatocs.  And  for  half  the 
year  all  the  cattle  nnist  he  housed  and  fed  to 
keep  tliem  alive.  This  lends  a  melancholy 
as]>ect  to  agriculture.  Most  of  the  farmers 
look  as  if  they  had  never  seiui  hetter  days. 
\\'ith  few  exceptions  they  are  what  a  New  Eng- 
lander  would  call  "  slack-twisted  and  shiftless." 
Their  barns  are  pervious  to  the  weather,  and 
their  fences  fail  to  connect.  Sleds  and  ploughs 
rust  together  beside  the  house,  and  chickens 
scratch  up  the  front-door  yard.  In  truth,  the 
people  have  been  somewhat  demoralized  by  the 
conflicting  claims  of  different  occupations;  hunt- 
ing in  the  fall,  lumbering  in  the  winter  and 
spring,  and  working  for  the  American  sports- 
men in  the  brief  angling  season,  are  so  much 
more  attractive  and  offer  so  much  larger  returns 
of  ready  money,  th.it  the  tedious  toil  of  farming 
is  neglected.  But  for  all  that,  in  the  bright 
days  of  inidsummer,  these  green  fields  sloping 
down  to  the  water,  and  pastures  high  up  among 
the  trees  on  the  hillsides,  look  pleasant  from  a 
distance,  and  give  an  inhabited  air  to  the  land- 
scape. 

At  the  mouth  of  the  Upsalquiteh  we  passed 
the  first  of  the  fishing-lodges.     It  belongs  to  a 
sage  angler  from  Albany  who  saw  the  beauty  of 
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the  situation,  years  a<,'o.  and  built  a  liaI)itatioii 
to  match  it.     Since  tliat  time  a  numlwr  of  gen- 
tlemen   have    bought   land    fronting   on    good 
pools,  and  put  up  little  cottages  of  a  less  chissi- 
oal  style  than  Charles  Cotton's    "  Fisherman's 
Retreat "  on  the  banks  of  the  Hiver  Dove,  but 
better  suited  to  tliis  wild  scenery,  and  more  con- 
venient to  live  in.     The  prevailing  pattern  is  a 
very  simple  one  ;  it  consists  of  a  broad  piazza 
with   a   small   house  in  the  middle  of  it.     The 
house   bears  about  the  same  proportion  to  tlie 
piazza  that  the  crcn.n   of  a  Gainsborough  hat 
does  to  the  brim.     And  the  co-t  of  the  edifice 
is  to  the  cost  of  the  land,  as  the  first  price  of 
a  share  in  a  bankrupt  railway  is  to  the  assess- 
ments which  follow  the  reorganization.     All  the 
best  points  have  been  sold,  and  real  estate  on 
the  liistigouche  has  been  bid  up  to  an  absurd 
figure.      In    fact,   the    river   is   over-populated 
and  probably  over-fished.     But  we  could  hardly 
find  it  in  our  hearts  to  regret  this,  for  it  made 
tlie  upward  trip  a  very  sociable  one.     At  every 
lodge    that    was    open,    Favonius    (who   knows 
everybody)   hiul   a   friend,    and    we    must   slip 
ashore  in  a  eanoe  to  leave  the  mail  and  refresh 
the  inner  man. 

An  angler,  like  an  Arab,  regards  hospitality  as 
a  rehgions  duty.  There  seems  to  be  something 
iu  the  craft  which  inclines  the  heart  to  kiuducsa 
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and  good-ft'llowsliip.  Few  anglers  have  I  seen 
who  wore  not  pleasant  to  meet,  and  ready  to  do  a 
good  turn  to  a  fellow-tishernian  with  the  gift  of 
a  killing  fly  or  the  loan  of  a  rod.  Not  their  own 
partieular  and  well-proved  favourite,  of  course, 
for  that  is  a  treasure  wliich  no  deeent  man  would 
borrow ;  but  with  that  excejjtion  the  best  in  their 
store  is  at  the  serviee  of  an  accredited  brother. 
One  of  tlie  Ristigouche  proprietors  I  remember, 
whose  name  bespoke  him  a  descendant  of  Cale- 
donia's patron  saint.  He  was  fishing  in  front  of 
his  own  door  when  we  came  up,  with  our  splash- 
ing liorses,  througli  the  jiool ;  but  nothing  would 
do  but  he  must  u]>  anchor  and  have  wc  away 
with  him  into  the  house  to  taste  liis  good  cheer. 
And  there  were  his  daughters  with  tlieir  books 
and  needlework,  and  the  photographs  which 
they  had  taken  j)inned  iip  on  tl>e  wooden  walls, 
among  Japanese  fans  and  bits  of  bright-coloured 
stuff  in  which  the  soul  of  woman  delights,  and, 
in  a  passive,  silent  way,  the  soul  of  man  also. 
Then,  after  we  had  discussed  the  year's  fishing, 
and  tlie  mjsteries  of  the  camera,  and  the  deep 
question  of  what  makes  some  negatives  too  thin 
and  others  too  thick,  we  must  go  out  to  see  th(! 
big  Siilmon  which  one  of  the  ladies  had  caught 
a  few  days  before,  and  the  large  trout  swim- 
ming about  in  their  cold  spring.  It  seemed  to 
me,  as  we  went  on  our  way,  that  there  could 
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hardly  be  a  more  wholesome  and  pleasant  sum. 
mer-life  for  well-bred  joiiiijf  women  than  this, 
or  two  amusements  more  innocent  and  sensible 
than  photography  and  %-fisliing. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  the  horse-yacht  as 
a  vehicle  of  travel  is  not  remarkable  in  point  of 
sjieed.  Three  miles  an  liour  is  not  a  very  rapid 
rate  of  motion.  But  then,  if  you  are  not  in 
a  hurry,  wliy  shonlil  you  care  to  mal^n  haste? 

The  wild  desire  to  be  forever  racing  against 
old  Father  Time  is  one  of  tlie  kill-joys  of  modern 
life.  That  ancient  traveller  is  sure  to  beat  vou 
in  the  long  run,  and  as  long  as  you  are  trying 
to  rival  liim,  he  will  malce  yonr  life  a  burden^ 
But  if  yo  ■.  will  only  acknowledge  his  superiority 
and  profess  that  you  do  not  ajiprove  of  racking 
after  all,  he  will  settle  down  quietly  beside  3'ou 
and  jog  along  like  the  most  companionable  of 
creatures.  It  is  a  pleasant  pilgiiniage  in  wliich 
the  journey  itself  is  part  of  the  destination. 

As  soon  as  one  learns  to  regard  the  horse- 
yacht  as  a  sort  of  moving  home,  it  ajipears 
admirable.  There  is  no  dust  or  smoke,  no  rum- 
ble of  wheels,  or  shriek  of  whistles.  You  are 
gliding  along  .steadily  through  an  ever-green 
world ;  skirting  the  silent  hills :  passing  from 
one  side  of  the  river  to  the  other  when  the 
horses  have  to  swim  the  current  to  find  a  good 
foothold  on  the  bank.  You  are  on  the  water, 
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Imt  not  at  its  mercy,  for  your  craft  is  not  dis. 
turbed  by  the  heaving  of  rude  waves,  and  the 
serene  inhabitants  do  not  say  "1  am  sick." 
Tliere  is  room  enough  to  move  about  without 
falling  overboard.  You  may  sleep,  or  read,  or 
write  in  your  cabin,  or  sit  upon  the  floating 
])iazza  in  an  arm-chair  and  smoke  the  pipe  of 
])eace,  while  the  cool  breeze  blows  in  youi-  face 
and  the  musical  waves  go  singing  dov  n  to  the 
dea. 

There  was  one  feature  about  the  boat,  which 
commended  itself  very  strongly  to  my  mind.  It 
was  possible  to  stand  upon  the  forward  deck 
and  do  a  little  trout-fishing  in  motion.  By 
watching  your  enhance,  when  the  corner  of  a  good 
pool  was  within  easy  reach,  you  could  send  out 
a  hasty  line  and  cajole  a  sea-trout  from  his 
hiding-place.  It  is  true  that  the  tow-ropes  and 
the  post  made  the  back  cast  a  little  awkward ; 
and  the  wind  sometimes  blew  the  flies  up  on  the 
roof  of  the  cabin  ;  but  then,  witli  patience  and 
a  short  line  the  thing  could  be  done.  I  remem- 
ber a  pair  of  good  trout  that  rose  together  just 
as  we  were  going  through  a  boiling  rapid ;  and 
it  tried  the  strength  of  my  split-bamboo  rod  to 
bring  those  fish  to  the  net  against  the  current 
and  the  motion  of  tlie  boat. 

When  nightfall  approached  we  let  go  the  an- 
chor (to  wit,  a  rope  tied  to  a  large  stone  on  the 
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shore),  ate  our  .li.n.er  "with  gladness  and  sin- 
glenes.  of  heart  "  like  the  early  Christians,  and 
slept  the  sleep  of  the  just,  lulled  by  the  mur- 
murmg  of   the  waters,  and  defended   fro.u  the 
jn.s.d.ous  attacks  of  the  mosquito  by  the  breeze 
blowing  down    the  river  and   the  inn.roRnablo 
curtains  over  the  beds.     At  davbreak,  lo„,r  be- 
fore Javoniusan.l  I  had  f,nish..d  our  dreams  we 
xvc-c  under  way  again;  and  when  the  trmnpll„« 
of  the  horses  on  some  roeky  shore  wakened  us 
we  could  see  the  steep  hills  gliding  past  the  win- 
dows  and  hear  the  rapids  dashing  against  tl>e  side 
of  the  boat,  and  it  seemed  as  if  we  were  still 
dreaming. 

At  Cross  Point,  where  the  river  makes  a  long 
loop  around  a  narrow  mountain,  thin  as  a  saw 
and   erowned   on   its  jagged   edge   by   a   nule 
wooden  cross,  we  stopped  for  an  hour  to  try  the 
fi»hmg.     It  was  here  that  1  hooked  two  myste- 
rious creatures,  each  of  which  took  the  fly  when 
K  was  below  the  surface,  pulled  for  a  few  mo- 
n'.ents   in   a  sullen    way   and    then   apparently 
melted   mto  nothingness.     It  will  always  be  a 
source  of  regret  to  me  that  the  nature  of  these 
animalr  must   remain   unknown.      While  thcv 
were  on  the  line  it  was  the  general  opinion  that 
they  were  heavy  trout;  but  no  sooner  had  thcv 
'leparted,  than   I  became  firmly  convinced,  ii", 
accordance  with  a  psychological  law  which  holds 
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good  all  over  the  world,  tliat  tliey  were  both  enor. 
mous  salmon.  Even  tlie  Turks  have  a  proverb 
whiflh  says,  "  Every  fish  that  escapes  apiicars 
larger  tliaa  it  is."  No  one  can  alter  that  con- 
viction, because  no  one  can  logically  refute  it. 
Our  best  blessings,  like  our  largest  fish,  always 
depart  before  we  have  time  to  measure  them. 

The  Slide  Pool  is  in  the  wildest  and  most  pic- 
turesque part  of  the  river,  about  thirty-five  miles 
above  Metapedia.  The  stream,  flowing  swiftly 
down  a  stretch  of  rapids  between  forest-clad 
hills,  runs  straight  toward  the  base  of  an  emi- 
nence so  precipitous  that  tlie  trees  can  hardly 
find  a  foothold  ui>on  it,  and  seem  to  l)e  climbing 
u])  in  haste  on  either  side  of  the  long  slide  which 
leads  to  the  summit.  Tlie  current,  barred  by 
the  wall  of  rock,  takes  a  great  sweep  to  the  right, 
dashing  up  at  first  in  angry  waves,  tlien  falling 
away  in  oily  curves  and  eddies,  until  at  last  it 
sleeps  in  a  black  deep,  apparently  almost  motion- 
less, at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  It  was  here,  on  the 
upper  edge  of  the  stream,  opposite  to  the  slide, 
that  we  brought  our  floating  camp  to  anchor  for 
some  days.  What  does  one  do  in  such  a  water- 
ing-place ? 

Let  us  take  a  "si)ecimen  day."     It  is  early 

morning,  or  to  be  more  precise,  about  eight  of 

the  clock,  and  the  white  fog  is  just  beginning  to 

curl  and  drift  away  from  the  surface  of  the  river. 
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Sooner  than  this  it  wouhl  be  idle  to  go  out.    The 
pretematurally  early  bir<l  in  hi,   greedy  haste 
may  catch  the  worm  ;  but  the  fly  i.,  never  taken 
until  the  fog  has  liftcl ;  and  in  this  the  scientlHc 
angler  sees,  with  gratitude,  a  remarkable  ada^ 
tation  of  th(,.  laws  of  nature  to  the  tastes  of  man 
The  canoes  are  waiting  at  the  front  door.     We 
step  into  theui  an.l  push  off,  Favonius  going  up 
tl.e  stream  a  couple  of  mil.-s  to  the  mouth  of  the 
Patapedia,  and  I  down,  a  little  shorter  distance 
to  the  famous  Indian  House  Pool.     The  slim  boat 
glides  easily  on  the  current,  with  a  smooth  buoy- 
ant nu)tion,  quickened  by  the  strokes  of  the  pad- 
dles in  the  bow  and  the  stern.     We  pass  around 
two  curves  in  the  river  and  find  ouroclves  at  the 
head  of  the  pool.     Here  the  man  in  the  stern 
drops  the  anchor,  just  on  the  edge  of  the  bar 
where   the  rapid    breaks  over  into   the   deeper 
water.    The  long  rod  is  lifted ;  the  fly  unhooked 
from  the  reel ;  a  few  feet  of  line  pulled  throu-h 
the  rings,  and  the  fishing  begins. 

First  cast,  — to  the  right,  straight  across  the 
stream,  about  twenty  feet:  the  current  carries 
the  fly  down  with  a  semicircular  sweep,  until  it 
comes  in  line  with  the  bow  of  the  canoe.  Second 
.■ast,_to  the  left,  straight  across  the  stream, 
with  the  same  motion :  the  semicircle  is  com- 
pleted,  and  the  fly  hangs  cp.ivering  for  a  few 
seconds  at  the  lowest  point  of  the  arc.  Three 
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nr  four  fcit  of  liiiu  are  ilmwii  from  the  reel. 
Tliinl  cast  tti  tlic  ri^lit ;  fouitli  cast  to  the  left. 
Tlicii  a  little  more  line.  Aiul  so,  with  widening 
half-circles,  tlie  water  i.s  covered,  gradnally  and 
very  carefully,  until  at  length  the  angler  has  as 
much  line  out  as  his  two-handed  rod  can  lift  and 
swing.  Then  the  first  -droi)"  is  flni.shcd;  the 
man  in  the  stern  (juictly  pulls  iq,  the  anchor  and 
lets  the  boat  drift  down  a  few  yards ;  the  same 
process  is  repeated  on  the  second  drop ;  and  so 
on,  until  the  end  of  the  itui  is  reached  and  the 
fly  has  passed  over  all  the  good  water.  This 
seems  like  a  very  regular  an<l  somewhat  mechan- 
ical proceeiling  as  one  describes  it,  but  in  the 
performance  it  is  rendered  intensely  interesting 
by  the  knowledge  that  at  any  moment  it  is  liable 
to  be  interrHj)ted. 

This  morning  the  interruption  comes  early. 
At  the  first  east  of  the  second  drop,  before  the 
Hy  has  fairly  lit,  a  great  flash  of  silver  darts 
from  the  waves  close  by  the  boat.  Usually  a 
salmon  takes  the  fly  rather  slowly,  carrying  it 
under  water  before  he  seizes  it  in  his  ciouth. 
But  tliis  one  is  in  no  mood  for  deliberation. 
He  has  hooked  himself  with  a  rush,  and  the  line 
goes  whirring  madly  from  the  reel  as  he  races 
down  the  pool.  Kecj)  the  point  of  the  rod  low ; 
he  must  have  his  own  way  now.  Up  with  the 
anchor  quickly,  .-ind  send  the  canoe  after  him, 
l;!0 


TiiK  liisTicorciii-: 
;~   an.,    .,„,  .,,,„i,.^    with    swift 

■»■  L,ftthe,„.„,t„ftk.  .0,1,  with  a  stron. 
:-teacln.ull.  I'ut.l,..fu.e«fl,.,th,„.,„.sit;^' 
Th.- tough  wood  w,,l  stand  th..st,....i,..     Tl    ^    j 

■"-''-"u.vodM.onu.t,..n.Mot..e..oa     n 
'X  over   to  l,e   J,„„i,,,.     jj^.    „;  ^ 

f  Ms  slow,,  to  th,.  ...ssn^:"*;,:,  l:;; 

«nestoon„K.h,anan„.stn„Vhttowa.        ' 
li.01  .n  now  as  swift,,  as  possil.le,  or  .Is'  t 

-ll.etas^a,.,co„t,uUinJana..s;.a,,/    xj: 
1-    stops,  shaics   ,,is   h,.a,,    f,,.,„  ,,.,„'   ,„    Jj 

|.nj. , arts  away  again  across  t,.  poo,,      a^^; 
KI..ntofwat,r.     Droj,  the  point  of  the  rod 

^ruij   lie  IS  "a  merry  one."  -is  '<;,.  ir        1 

r'sr '■"'''?•'-"*■•"" 

"""•     iSnt  tliose  irreat  leniio  1,..,.         1 
.  ,  b"^'"^  leaps  Have  ex,ianstpil  Imu 

wsUj .    Tlie  „,e„  p„sh  the  I.oat  l,ae,c  to  the  ,,n, 
mvsule  of  the  pool  „„til  it  touches  ,i„,t, 'o; 
J.-hor.     The  fish  eon,ess,„w,,i,..fi:S: 
I'tt-  an,l  making  a  few  short  runs;  he  is  tired 

and  turns  s,ig,,tl,„„l,is  side  ;h„t 'even  veTe 
-  a  heavy  weig,,t  on  the  ,ine,  and  it  s/el; 
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wonder  that  no  slight  a  thing  aa  tlie  leader  can 
guide  and  draw  liiin.  Now  lin  is  close  to  the 
boat.  Till)  l>»atman  steps  out  on  a  nwk  with  his 
gaff.  Steadily  now  and  slowly,  lift  the  rod,  bend- 
ing it  backward.  A  qiiifk  sure  stroke  of  the 
steel !  a  great  splash  1  and  the  salmon  is  lifted 
iiimn  the  shore.  How  ho  flounees  about  on  the 
stones.  Give  him  the  coiip  de  griire  at  once,  for 
his  own  sake  as  well  as  for  ours.  And  now  look 
at  him,  as  he  lies  there  on  the  green  leaves. 
Broad  back;  small  hciid  tapering  to  a  point; 
clean,  shining  sides  with  a  few  black  spots  on 
them ;  it  is  a  fish  fresh-run  from  the  sea,  in  per- 
fect condition,  and  that  is  the  reason  why  he  has 
given  siieh  goml  s])ort. 

We  must  try  for  another  before  wo  go  back. 
Again  fortune  favours  us,  and  at  eleven  o'clock 
we  pole  up  the  river  to  the  camp  with  two  good 
salmon  in  the  canoe.  Hardly  have  we  laid  them 
away  in  the  ice-box,  when  Favonius  eomes  drop- 
ping down  from  Patapedia  with  three  fish,  one 
of  them  a  twenty-four  pounder.  And  so  the 
morning's  work  is  done. 

In  the  evening,  after  dinner,  it  was  our  custom 
to  sit  out  on  the  deck,  watching  the  moonlight  as 
it  fell  softly  over  the  black  hills  and  changed  the 
river  into  a  pale  flood  of  rolling  gold.  The  fra- 
grant wreaths  of  smoke  lloated  lazily  away  on 
the  faint  breeze  of  night.  There  was  no  sound 
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-•".  .uHliing  „f  t,,..  ,,,„,.^  „„,,  j^^  ^^,,,.^„ 

""'iMir..  „„  tl,c.    »l,or...      UV  tHlke.t  „t 

">Jf  lightly  her,,  a..,!  there  «h  tl,«  «,,i,„   „f  ,. . 

"«;'■*  to  talk  alHMit  lm„s.lf  oc,-aKional|.   ..nA  y  U 

MHownexpenon.....     Tl...  ,„a,.  wi...  «,,'    :,oc  ,1,. 

tlmt  must  always  !,«  a  .lull  ,.u„,,,a„io„.     A).,  i„,t 

«Ko.».n  ,.  tl,e  ..alt  ..f  .....vemt :  y„u  ,Iu  „.,• 

W"nt,.K.,mu.lM.fit;b„tifiti.salt..g..thc.ro„,it: 
t.-.l,  e^t...yt  .,„«  tastes  flat.     I  ,.c..n..„,l.c,.  well  tlu- 

of  tho  \\  ildfiiifss.  ' 

"Iwasill,l,at»u,„„„.,,..,„ij  ,  ._^_^^, 
<l.K,tor  l.a.l  oHered  .neto  go  into  tl.o  woods.  b„t 
on  no  acconnt  to  go  without  plenty  of  fresh  n.eat, 
whiel.  was  essential  to  my  reeoverv.  So  we  set 
ont  n.tothe  wihl  country  north  of  (Georgian  U-,v 
»k.nffalive  sheep  with  us  i„  or.ler  to  l>e  sure 
tnat  the  doctors  preserij.tion  might  he  faithfully 
followed      It  was  a  young  and  innocent  little 

bcas,..u,.h„g,ts..lfupatn,yfe..t  in  the  canoe, 
an,  following  me  al.out  on  shore  lik..  a  <lo-  J 
«athere,l  grass  every  day  to  fe..,I  it.  and  eaTric.l 
■  m  my  ar„.s  over  the  rough  portages.  It  ate 
out  of  my  hand   and  rubbed  its  woolly  head 

aga.,^st  n.y  leggings.     T y  dismay.  I  found 

that  X  was  begmnmg  to  love  it  for  its  own  .sake 
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and  without  any  ulterior  uiotives.  The  thought 
of  killing  and  eatinpf  it  boeaniu  more  ami  more 
painful  to  inc,  luitil  at  kii'pth  the  fatal  fascina- 
tion was  complete,  and  my  trip  became  practi- 
cally an  exercise  of  devotion  to  tliat  sheep.  1 
carried  it  eveiywhere  and  ministered  fondly  to 
its  wants.  Not  for  tlie  world  would  1  Iiave 
allndcd  to  mutton  in  its  jiresenee.  And  when 
wc  returned  to  civilization  I  jiartcd  from  the 
creature  with  sincere  tcsret  and  the  conscious- 
ness that  I  had  hunioiiied  my  affections  at  tlie 
exi)ense  of  my  dij^estion.  The  sheep  did  not 
give  me  so  nuich  as  a  look  of  farewell,  but  fell 
to  feeding  on  the  grass  beside  the  farmhoiifc- 
with  an  air  of  phu'id  triumph." 

After  hearing  this  touching  tale,  I  was  gla*l 
that  no  great  intimacy  had  s])rung  up  between 
Favouius  and  the  chickens  which  we  carried  in 
a  cr«ip  on  the  forecastle  head,  for  there  is  no 
telling  what  restrictions  his  tender-heartedness 
might  have  laid  \\\M>a  our  larder.  Hut  perha])s 
a  chicken  would  not  have  given  such  an  oiwuing 
for  niisjilaccd  affection  as  a  sheep.  There  is  a 
great  difference  in  animals  in  this  rcsjject.  I 
certainly  never  heard  of  any  one  falling  in  love 
with  a  salmon  in  such  a  way  as  to  regard  it  as 
a  fond  comi)anion.  And  this  may  he  one  reason 
why  no  sensible  person  who  has  tried  fishing  has 
ever  been  able  to  see  any  cruelty  in  it. 
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Suppose  the  fish  is  not  caught  by  an  angh-r, 
whafshH   aternativefate/      He  will  eithe; 
pensh  miserably  in  the  struggles  of  the  erow.le.l 
"et,  or  Che  of  oU  age  and  starvation  like  the 
long,  lean  stragglers  whieh  are  son.etin.es  foun.l 
...  the  shallow  ,,ooIs,  or  be  devoure.l  by  a  lar.^er 
.sh,or   torn  to  pieees   by  a  seal  or   an  o.ttr. 
Co„,pave.l  w.th  any  of  those  n.iserablc  deaths, 
the  fat.,  of  a  sahnon  who  is  hooke.l  in  .  ,.lear 
stream   an.l  after  a  glorious  fight  receives  the 
utppy  aispatch  al  the  mon.ent  when  he  touches 
tjeshore,  ,sasortof..,:thanasia.     Ami,  sineo 
the  fish  was  made  to  be  nmn's  food,  tlie  auMer 
who  brmgs    bin.  to  tl,e  table  of  destinv  in  "the 
cleanest,  quickest,  kindest  way  is,  in   fact,  his 
benefactor. 

There  were  some   days,   however,  when   our 
benevolent  intentions  toward    the  sabnoa  were 
frustratcl;  mornings  when  they  ref„s«l  to  rise 
and  evenings  when  they  escaj.e,l  even  the  skil- 
ful endeay  mis  of  Kavonius.     In  vain  did  he  try 
every  fly  ,„  his  book,  from  the  smallest  ■•  Silver 
Doctor     t,,  the  largest '-Gohlen   Kagle."     The 
Hack   Dose      would   not  move   them.      The 
Durham   Hanger"  covered  the  ,h,oI  in  vain. 
On  days  like  tins,  ,f  a  stray  fish  rose,  it  was  hard 
tojand    h,„,  for  ho  w.as    usually  but  slightly 

I  remember  one  of  these  shy  cr..atures  which 
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led  me  a  pretty  dance  at  the  moutli  of  Patapodia, 
He  came  to  the  fly  just  at  dusk,  rising  very 
softly  and  quietly,  as  if  he  dul  not  really  eare 
for  it  but  only  wanted  to  see  what  it  was  like, 
lie  went  down  at  onee  into  deep  water,  and  be- 
gan tlie  most  dangerous  and  exasperating  of 
all  salmon-tactics,  moving  around  in  slo'.v  circles 
and  shaking  his  head  from  side  to  side,  -vith 
sullen  pertinacity.  This  is  called  "jigging," 
and  unless  it  can  be  stopped,  the  result  is  fatal. 

I  could  not  stop  it.  That  salmon  was  deter- 
mined to  jig.     He  knew  more  than  I  did. 

The  canoe  followed  him  down  the  pool.  He 
jigged  away  past  all  three  of  tlie  inlets  of  the 
Patapedia,  and  at  last,  in  the  still,  deep  water  be- 
low, after  we  had  laboured  with  him  for  half  an 
hour,  and  brought  liiin  near  enough  to  see  that 
he  was  immense,  he  calndy  opened  his  mouth 
and  the  fly  came  back  to  me  void.  That  was 
a  sad  evening,  in  which  all  the  consolations  of 
philosoi)hy  were  needed. 

Sunday  was  a  very  peaceful  day  in  our  camp. 
In  the  Dominion  of  Canada,  tlie  question  "  to 
fish  or  not  to  fish  "  on  the  first  day  of  the  week 
is  not  left  to  tlie  frailty  of  the  individual  con- 
science. The  law  on  the  subject  is  quite  expli- 
cit, and  says  that  between  six  o'clock  on  Satur- 
day  evening  and  six  o'clock  on  Monday  morning 
all  nets  shall  be  taken  up  and  no  one  shall  wet 
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a  line.     The  RistiRouoho  Salmon  C'1,,1,  has  its 
guardians  stationed  all  along  tlu-  river,  an.l  thev 
are  ,i„,te  a.s  inflexible  in  seeing  that  their  en.- 
ployers  keep  this  law  as  the  fan.ons  sentinel  was 
>n  rcf„s,ng   to  h.t   Napoleon  pass  withont   the 
eountersign.     Jh.t  I  ,h,  not  think  that  these  keen 
sportsn,en    regard    it   as  a  hardship;  they   are 
<I...te  wdln,g  that  the  fish  shonl.l  have  "an  off 
'I'ly     .n  every  week,  and  only  grnnd.Ie  be.^anse 
some  of  the  net-owners  down  at  the  mouth  of  the 
nver  have  brought  politieal  inflnen.e  to  hear  in 
ther  favour  and  obtained  exemption  fron.  the 
rule,     ior  our  part,  we  were   nothing  loath  to 
l.a..g  n„  our  ro.ls,  an.l  make  the  .lay  different 
trom  o.    ei'  days. 

In  th.  n.orning  we  ha<l  a  serviee  in  t .abin 

of  the  boat,  gathering  a  little  eongregati.m  of 
gnard,ansand  boatn.en  and  people  fro^  a  soli, 
tary  farnd.onse  by  the  river.  They  eame  in 
;.»y«.v  long,  narrow  boats  hollow,.,]  from 
the  trunk  of  a  tree  ;  the  bla..k-,.ved,  brown-faee.l 
g.rls  s.tt„,g  baek  to  baok  in  th,.  nd.l.lle  of  the 
boat,  and  the  n.en  stan,li„g  up  bending  tn  ,h,.ir 
I'olos.  It  seen.e,l  a  ,.ietu,-,.s,,„e  way  of  travel- 
Ji-ig,  .llthough  iu)ne  to,)  safe. 

In  the  afternoon  we  sat  on  ,leek  an.l   look,.] 

at  the  water.     What  a  eharn,  ther..  is  i„  wat.l,- 

"g  a  sw.ft  stream:     The  ..y..  n..ver  w.-aries  of 

foUown,g  ,ts  eurls  an.l  e.hlies,  ,h..  sha.h.w  of  the 

137 


TnK  nisTinorcnB 

waves  dancing  over  the  stones,  the  strange, 
crinkling  lines  of  sr.jlight  in  the  shallows. 
There  is  a  sort  of  fascination  in  it,  hilling  and 
soothing  the  mind  into  a  (jnietnde  which  is  even 
pleasanter  than  slee]),  and  making  it  almost 
possihle  to  do  that  of  whicli  we  so  often  speak, 
l)ut  which  we  never  qnite  accomplish  —  "  think 
about  nothing."  Ont  on  the  edge  of  tlie  imol, 
wo  conid  see  five  or  six  huge  salmon,  moving 
slowly  from  side  to  side,  or  lying  motionless  like 
gray  shadows.  There  was  nothing  to  break  the 
silence  except  the  thin  clear  whistle  of  the  white- 
thmated  s])arrow  far  back  in  the  woods.  This 
is  almost  the  only  bird-song  that  one  hears 
on  the  river,  unless  you  count  the  metallic 
"  c7/ r-r-c-r  "  of  the  kingfisher  as  a  son". 

Kvery  now  and  then  one  of  the  salmon  in  the 
])ool  would  lazily  i-oU  out  of  water,  or  s])ring  high 
into  the  air  and  fall  back  with  a  heavy  splash. 
What  is  it  that  makes  salmon  leap  ?  Is  it  pain 
or  ])leasurc  ?  Oo  they  do  it  to  escape  the  attack 
of  another  fish,  or  to  shako  off  a  parasite  that 
clings  to  them,  or  to  ])raetise  jumping  so  tliat 
they  can  ascend  the  falls  when  they  reach  them, 
or  simply  and  solely  out  of  exuberant  gladness 
and  joy  of  living?  Any  one  of  these  reasons 
woidd  be  enough  to  accoiuit  for  it  on  week-d.nys. 
On  Sund.ay  I  am  (piite  sure  they  do  it  for  the 
trial  of  the  fisherman's  faith. 

i;!8 
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THE   ItlSTlGOVCUK 
B..t  how  .sl,„„ia  I  t..ll  all  the  little  i„oi,lcnts 
whifl,  ,„a,le  tl.at  lazy  voyage  so  .lelightful '   F, 
v».n„s  was  the  ideal  host.  f.,r  on  water,  as  well 
as  on  land,  he  knows  how  to  jnovide  f„i-  the  lib 
erty  as  well  as  for  the  wants  of  his  guests      II,. 
"mlorstands  also  the  fine   art  of   conversation 
winch  consists  of  silence  as  well  as  speech      Ami 
when  it  conu.s  to  angling,  Izaak  Walton  himself 
"Mil.l  not  have  been  a  more  jiroHtahle  teacher 
l>,V  |.reee,.t  or  example.     Indeed,  it  is  a  cnrious 
thonght,  and  on,,  fnll  „f  .sadn,.ss  to  a  welln'onsti- 
tiite.1   nnnd.  that  on  the    Histigouche    - 1   AV  " 
wonld  liave  l.,.en  at  sea.  for  th..  l„.lov,.d  father 
of  all  fishermen  i)assc,l  thrn„gh  this  worl.l  wilh- 
out  ev.T  catching  a  salmon.     So  ill  does  fortune 
match  with  merit  her,,  below. 

At  last  the  days  of  idleness  were  ended.     We 
eould  not 

'•  F.,M  our  tents  like  tin-  Arabs, 
Anil  as  siluatly  steal  away ;  " 

I."t  wc  took  .lown  the  long  rods,  put  aw.ay  the 
heavy  reels.  „,ade  the  canoes  fast  to  the  si.l,.  of 
the  hous,.,  embarked  the  three  hors..s  on  the 
front  deck,  and  then  ilropped  down  with  the 
cnrrent,  swinging  along  thrt.ugh  tl...  rapi.ls,  and 
dr.ftnig  slowly  through  the  still  pla,.es.  now 
groun.l.ng  on  a  hi.lden  rock,  an,l  now  sweeping 
aroun.l  a  sharp  ,urve,  until  at  ic.igth  we  saw  the 
roofs  of  Metapedia  and  the  ugU  bri.lge  of  the 
13» 
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railway  spanninj;  the  riviT.  There  we  left  our 
Huatiiig  huiise,  awkward  anil  helpless,  like  some 
strange  lulii;  of  the  fluo<l,  Htraudeil  on  the  shore. 
And  as  we  elinilied  the  bank  we  looked  back  and 
wondered  whether  Noah  was  t  y  w  hen  he  said 
good-bye  to  his  ark. 
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Na,,  If  I  ,„  Ml  yoH,  lk,r,  h,  man,  ,h,l  A„„  /„,,  „,„„  „„^  ,„„,„ 
<*)/  amlJg,,,,  III,  g„,M,l  f„rl ,./ u  ,,■  I;  lif.illl,/,,!  ,i„.IJ„.r,„l  m, 

Ul  :    !,./,„,  „.,,*  ,/,,  ,.,yv,„,  ,/„  /,„/,    ,„„„„.^  /„,,,,.  ,„,.^    ,„y  ^^  /,^^,     ^_^_^ 

laugheii,  and  angled,  atij  s,in^,  and  il.-f't  !.•  ,tr,ly      a»d  ro'r  n\i'l  d 
and,.,,,  a,,.ay  car..  .,,,.1  ,.„„.,  .,„d l.,u,l,.:i.  ,„../ „;..,■, ./ .,^,J.   ,,./,Z, 
art  iltttingi  r,ch  mtn  cannot  far.  haic  ,v.llt  all  ,l,.-,r  n,,,n,y.  »■ 

l!A*K  Walton:    IIu  CnfUu  AngUr. 
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A  oitKAT  ,Ical  ,>f  tUv  ,,I,.a.sun  of  lif,.  I|,  s  j„ 
l>iiii-,n-  to-etluT  tliiii^rs  „l,i,  1,  |,„v,.  „„  ..„,„„,,.. 
tioM.  'l'l,:,t  is  tlif  H...ii.t  of  lii,„i„in-  at  least „, 
V"  are  told  ],y  tlio  i)hil„s<,|,luT^  «l,o  .xplaiii  tl.f 

j<sts  that  oth.T  men  liave  mad ,:mI  in  ,-,  -ard 

to  travel.  I  am  quite  8nre  that  if  irii',!  l.e  ii!o-ieal 
in  Older  to  l.e  entertalnin-.  The  n.oiv  r.mtr.ists 
it  eontains.  the  lietter. 

Perhaps  it  was  somi^  lOiilosoj.hieal  reH.rllon 
"f  this  kin.l  that  bronyht  me  to  the  resolution. 
on  a  eertain  sunnnei'  day.  to  make  a  little  jour- 
iwy,  as  straight  as  possibL',  from  the  sea-level 
streets  of  Veniee  to  the  lonely,  loftv  snnnuit  of 
a  Tyrolese  mountain,  ealle.l.  for  no"  earthly  rea- 
son  that  I  eaii  diseover,  the  (Jross-Venedi-er. 

lint  apart  from  the  i.liih.s.pj.hv  of  the  matter, 
which  1  nmst  eonfess  to  imssin-  over  verv  snper- 
(leuilly  at  the  tin.e,  there  were  other  an.l  more 
eogent  reasons  for  wanting  to  go  from  \'eniee  to 
the  Hig  Venetian.  It  was  the  liist  of  Jnlv,  an<l 
the    city  on   the    sea  was    becoming    tepid.     A 
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slumbrous  haze  brooded  over  canals  and  palaces 
and  churches.  It  was  difficult  to  keep  one's 
consoiciu'c  awake  to  Baedeker  and  a  sense  of 
moral  ()bli;;ation  ;  Kuskin  was  impoL  '"'le,  and  a 
])ictiire-j;allcry  was  a  penance.  AVe  floated  laz- 
ily from  one  place  to  another,  and  decided  that, 
after  all,  it  was  too  warm  to  go  in.  The  cries 
of  the  gondoliers,  at  tlie  caniil  corners,  grew 
more  and  more  monotonous  and  dreamy.  There 
was  danger  of  oui>  falling  fast  asleej)  and  having 
to  pay  by  the  hour  for  a  day's  repose  in  a  gon- 
dola. If  it  grew  much  warmer,  we  might  be 
compelled  to  stay  until  the  following  winter  in 
order  to  recover  energy  enough  to  get  away. 
All  the  signs  of  the  times  pointed  northward, 
to  the  mountains,  where  we  should  see  glaciers 
and  snow-fiehls,  and  pick  Alpenrosen,  and  drink 
goat's  milk  fresh  from  the  real  goat. 


Ill  ' 

( 


The  first  stage  on  the  journey  thither  was  by 
rail  to  Bellnno — about  four  or  five  hours.  It  is 
a  sufficient  commentary  on  railway  travel  that 
the  most  imjtortant  thing  about  it  is  to  tell  how 
many  hours  it  takes  to  get  from  one  place  to 
another. 

We  arrived  in  Belluno  at  night,  and  when 
we  awoke  the  next  morning  we  found  ourselves 
in  a  picturesque  little  city  of  Venetian  aspect, 
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•'^■S">'".",a:  of  tin.  D„I„„.it,.s. 

-AItl,„„j,.|,  I  l,,,^,.  .,  .,„„„n,„i„     J 

sons    .su,.I.  as  ,.K.,..vn,..M  a.ul  .nc,  of  l.ttc-.i   I 

;''''''. ''f*;-'-"-  a. s....t  of  heretic..  W  a 
~7"^":'''"''^''--l>-,?  between  the  i 

•til  J5r,xe„  ,,t  tl...  „o..tlnve.,t  eo„,e,..  Lien,  ^ 
tl.o  no,.t beast,  Bell„„o  at  the  .southeast  Ld 
I'fnt   at    the    southwest,    and    you    will    1 

""•■"''.■>iti.e.e,io..ofth.;Doiou-:;  1;;! 

«o,,,etu...,,.       oi„te,.ostin,,..funofsr"S 
'i«v  and  a  Uessi,,,.   that  it  has  not  h.tn    on" 
J        it    ]?)    tine,    tiie    placicr^    'm/l 

«.isareiin.itodMho.ato,.ft:i,r:,:e:::! 

'""'  *"  ■'  '"-■'•  l^'>t.  '"'  the  other  hand  the 
mou„ta,n.areahvavs„ea,,a„dtho..efo,:ij 
"npos„,g  J5old.  steep,  fantastic  n.asse/  o 
naW  rock,  the,-  rise  .suddenly  fron>  th  reen 
and  flowery  valleys  in  an.a.ing  and  endlesslo" 
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trast;  tiny  iiiiiTor  tlu'riisclves  in  the  tiny  moun- 
tain lakes  like  inctnivs  in  a  dwani. 

I  biliovc  the  gnidc-book  say»  that  tliey  are 
fornii'd  of  cailmnatf  of  linio  and  iMibonatc  of 
magnesia  in  flicmiral  comjiosition  ;  but  even  if 
this  be  true,  it  need  not  jnejudiee  any  eandid 
observer  a-ainst  them.  For  tlie  siniijle  and 
fortunate  faet  is  that  they  are  built  of  sueh  stone 
that  wind  and  weather,  keen  frost  .-ind  melting 
snow  and  lushiu';  water  have  worn  and  eut  and 
earved  them  into  a  thousand  sliapes  of  wonder 
and  beauty.  It  needs  but  little  faney  to  see  in 
them  walls  and  towers,  cathedrals  and  eam- 
l)aniles,  fortresses  and  cities,  tinged  with  many 
hues  from  pale  gray  to  dee])  I'cd,  and  shining  in 
an  air  so  soft,  so  i)ure,  so  cool,  so  fragrant, 
under  a  sky  so  dee),  and  blue  and  a  sinifhiiie  so 
genial,  that  it  seems  like  the  ha])j)y  union  of 
Switzerland  and  Italy. 

The  gi-eat  highw.iy  through  this  region  fiom 
south  to  north  is  the  Ampezzo  road,  whieli  was 
constructed  in  1830,  along  the  valleys  of  the 
Piave,  the  Hoite,  ar,<I  the  Rieuz  —  the  ancient 
line  of  travel  and  conunerce  between  Venice 
and  Innsbruck.  The  road  is  superbly  built, 
smooth  and  lev.d.  Our  carriage  rolled  along 
so  easily  that  we  forgot  and  forgave  its  vener'- 
able  a]iiiearane<'  and  its  lack  of  accomnu)dation 
for  trunks.     We   had   been   jxa'suaded  to  take 
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f....-'  Imrses,  .s  „„,■  l,,.,,,.,.  seonuMl  t.,.,  fonni- 
.lal.l..  t,.r  a  .„,./  ■  pair.  B„t  in  eff.vt  ,mr  ™„..c.,s. 
»ioii  t..  ai.pannt  nrtrssity  tiMiif,!  „„t  t..  hv  a 
i.i.Mf  .lisplav  „f  s„|,orfl„„„s  l„x„,v.  f„,  tl.o  tw,. 
whito  l..a,l..rs  ,li.l  li„l,  „„„,,  t,,;,„  ^,„,^^,  j,_^,.^, 
(■.■•■Ue  pa.-cs,  Laving  ti.e  g,ay  -.vlu.!,.,.  to  .lo 
'■e  work  W.  l,a.l  tl.o  ..Lvati,,.  s,.„sc  of 
nnvlhnjj  fo.„..„,-l,a,„!,  l.owev,.,-  -  a  sati.sfa,.,iou 
to  «1h..I,  I  .lo  not  l,..li,.v..  am-  l„n„a,.  I,.!,,-  is 
iiitojjc'tlier  insunsibli.,  " 

At  Lonjjarono  wo  bn.akfa.ste.l  for  tlie  s.ron.I 
t.m...  an,   ...tered  tlu-  narrow  u,>rf;-,.  „f  tl.e  I'iave. 
J  i.e  road  wa«  .nt  ont  of  the  fa.e  of  tl.e  r.,..k. 
iW„w  us   tl,o   Ions  Itnnbor-rafts  went  sl.ooti.  ,- 
<l..wn    tl,e    swift   river.     Above,    on    the    ri.^ht' 
wore  the  jagjje.l    erests   of   Monte    Im„1o„  IJ 
I  ren,asg,ore,  wl,ieh  seenu'.!  to  „s  vrv  wonder- 
ful, be,.anse  we  ha.I  not  yet  learned  l,mv  janoc] 
the  Dolomites  ean  b...     At  Perarolu.  where^Uie 
15...te    joins    the    I'iave,   there    is    a   Innn,  of  a 
.nountan,  ,„  tlie  ano],.  l,,t,veen  the  rivers   and 
anmnd  this  we  erawled  i„  long  eurv..s  nntil  we 
iKul  r.sen   a  thousand  f..et.  a.ul  arrived,  at  the 
small  Hotel  Vene.ia.  where  w,.  were  to  dine 

n  nle  dinner  was  preparinjr.  tl,e  Deacon  and 
I  walked  up  to  Pieve  di  Cadore.  the  birthplaee 
"f  l.tian.  ll,e  house  in  whi,-],  the  grea'  painter 
first  saw  th,.  odours  of  tl,e  w„r],l  is  still  standin.^ 
and  tradition  points  out  the  very  room  i„  wlii.Oi' 
U7 
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he  bpsaii  to  ])aiiit.  I  am  nut  one  of  those  who 
wouhl  iii(jiiii(.  too  fhisi'ly  into  sueli  a  legund  as 
this.  The  cottage  may  have  been  rehnilt  a 
dozen  times  sinee  Titian's  day  ;  not  a  spia])  of 
the  orif,'inal  st(  -lo  or  jilastcir  may  remain  ;  but 
beyond  a  dcmlit  the  view  that  we  saw  from  the 
window  is  the  same  that  Titian  saw.  Now,  for 
the  first  time,  I  eoidd  understand  and  ajipre- 
ciato  the  hindseai)e-back<;n)nnds  of  his  pictures. 
Tlie  compact  masses  of  mountains,  tlie  bohl, 
sliarp  forms,  tlie  hanging  rocks  of  cold  gray 
emerging  from  green  sh>pes,  tlie  intense  bhie 
aerial  distances  —  these  all  had  seemed  to  be 
unreal  and  imaginary — cMunpositions  of  the 
studio.  But  now  I  knew  that,  whether  Tilian 
jiainted  out-of-doors,  like  our  modern  impres- 
sionists, or  not,  he  certainly  painted  what  he 
had  seen,  and  painted  it  as  it  is. 

The  graceful  browii-eycd  boy  who  showed  us 
the  house  seemed  also  to  belong  to  one  of 
Titian's  pictures.  As  we  were  going  away,  the 
Deacon,  for  lack  of  co))pcr,  rcwanle.l  him  with 
a  little  silver  piece,  a  half-lira,  in  value  about 
ten  cents.  A  celestial  rapture  of  surprise 
spread  over  the  child's  face,  and  I  Icnow  not 
what  blessings  he  invoked  nijon  us.  He  called 
his  companions  to  rejoice  with  him,  and  we  left 
them  clapping  their  hands  and  dancing. 
Driving  after  one  has  dined  has  always  a 
UP 
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peculiar  .hui,,,.      Tl...  .„„tion  s,.e.„H  pK-asanter. 

the  lan,l.,.a,,..  fi,,.,.  ,I.a„   i,.  tl.e  niorninj.  1,„„,.,. 
Ihe    road    fro..,    Ca.lo.'e   ra,.  .,„  a   l.if;h   levvl, 
tin......    „1.,,,„.-    ,,a,,t.i.-,.s,   white    vilh.ge.s,   and 

.Its    of   larch    f.nest.     J„   its   narrow  bed,  far 
.flow,    the    .ive,.    Hoite    roared    a.    ge,„lv    as 
Jiotto...  .s  ho...     Tl.,.  aft......o.,.,  su.,lig],t  to,:,.l.ed 

the  s.u,wH.ai.i.od  ,,i„„atl..  of  A.it.lao  a..d   the 
mas..ve  pink  wall  of  Soiapis  on   the  .ight ;  on 
he  left,   ae.oss  the  valley,  Monte   I'eln.o',  vast 
hea.l   and  the  wild  erests  of  La   Koehetta  a..,l 
J^onn.n  rose  ,h..k  against  the  glowin.^  sky.    Tl... 
l.casa..ts  lifted  their  hats  as  we  passed,  and  -ave 
us  a  pleasa.it  evcMiing  greeting.     And  so,  almost 
w.thont  lu.owing  it,  we  slippe.l  ont  of  Italy  into 
A.,st..a,  and  .Lew  np  hefore  a  bare,  .s.p.ure  st.n.e 
bnil.hng   w.tl.    the    double    blaek   ea"le    like  a 
^trange  fowa   split   for   broiling,  staring  at  us 
tro.n  the  wall,  an.l  an  i..s...ipti.,„  to  the  effeot 
that  this  wa.s  the  Royal  an.l  In.perial  .\ustriau 
Lnst.jin-hoiise. 

The  oliie..r  saliiteil  ..s  so  j.olitely  that  we  felt 
qu.*e  sorry  that  his  duty  re.p.ired  hi...  to  .listurb 
our  luggage.  '-The  law  obliged  hi...  to  open 
one  trunk :  ..„u.-tesy  forba.le  hi.n  to  ope.,  .nore  " 
It  was  .juioldy  .lone  ;  and,  without  havin.^  to 
make  a,.y  e.,..trib„ti..n  to  the  ine...„e  of  His 
Koyal  and  Imperial  Jlajesty,  Fra..eis  Joseph, 
we  rolled  on  our  way,  th.ongh  the  han.lets  of 
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Ai'<nia   Ii.>iia   ami  /.ml.  into  tliu  Ainirzzaii   iiic 
ti()]iiilis  i)(  C'liitiiia,  :it  siiikIdwii. 

''"'' '•'''<'  '"»  '"illi  I  "  riw  Star  of  (iolil  " 

HVM«1  fai.iiijr  the  imlili,.  s.jnaif,  just  lielow  tlu, 
.•liiiicli,  and  the  landlady  stood  hirhii;  iis  in  the 
doorway,  witli  an  enthusiastie  w.l.-oi  ,.  —  idt„. 
^'ither  a  most  fiiendly  and  enteitaininf;  land 
lady,  whose  one  (U'siiv  in  life  sinned  to  \w  that 
we  should  nevei-  ir;;i,.t  havin-  .diosen  liei-  hons(. 
instead  of  ••  The  Wliite  Cioss,"  or  •' Tlie  Hlaek 
Ka-le." 

'■()  ja!"  slie  had  oar  t(de;,'iani  iv.'eived  :  ami 
would  we  look  at  the  io<inis?  Oiitlooldn^'  on 
tlie  i.i:u!za,  with  a  balcony  from  «lii,I,  we  tonl.i 
ohaervo  the  Festa  of  to-nionow.  Slii'  hoped 
they  wonhl  [.lease  us.  '-Only  come  in;  ae- 
eonimoilatc  yonrselves." 

It  was  all  as  she  [.remised  ;  tliree  little  l.e<l- 
rooms,  and  a  little  salon  opening  on  a  little 
lial.ony;  queer  (dd  oil-palntin-s  and  framed 
end.roideries  and  tiles  hiin^finj;  on  the  walla; 
spotless  curtains,  and  hoard  floors  so  white  that 

■  it  would  have  been  a  shanii^  to  eat  off  them 
without  si.i-eading  a  eloth  to  keep  them  from 
being  soiled. 

"  These  are  the  rocius  of  the  Baron  Kothsehild 
when  he  lonies  lu  re  always  in  the  summer  — with 

nine  horses  and  nine  servants  —  the  Uacon  Koth- 

seliild  of  V'''.'nna  " 
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I  ass.iml  .  ,■  J.at  «,.  ,li,l  „„t  li,„»v  tlin 
Haioii,  I.iit  tliiit  should  iiiala^  no  \il  rvii.v.  \\V 
woiil.l  not  ank  her  to  luihi.iu  the  [u-i.e  on  ari^onnt 
of  a  little  Ihinj;  like  tliat. 

Slu'  (li<l  not  (inid  -rasp  this  idea,  Imt  hoped 
that  w,.  wonid  not  tind  the  pension  too  dear 
at  a  .lollar  and  tilty-sev.'n  and  a  half  .'ents  a  .lay 
I'ueh,  with  ,1  little  extra  for  the  salon  and  thrt 
lialeony.  ••  The  Kn-Iish  people  nil  phase  them- 
selves here— there  eiunes  many  every  snmmur 

—  Knf>lish  liisho|)s  and  their  families." 

I  in.p.ired  whether  there  were  many  Bishops 
in  the  honse  at  that  moment. 

"Xo,  just  at   i)res.-nt— she  was   very  sorry 

—  none." 

"Well,  then,"  I  said,  "it  is  all  ri-lit.  We 
will  take  the  rooms." 

Ciood  Signora  Harhari.i,  yon  did  nr.t  sjjeak 
the  Amcriean  lan-nage,  nor  understand  those 
curious  perversions  <,f  thou-ht  wliieh  pass  amon;; 
the  Americans  for  hnnionr;  hnt  you  un.lerstooii 
how  to  make  a  little  inn  eheerfu!  and  home-like; 
yours  was  a  very  sin.ple  and  agreeable  art  of 
keei)in-  a  hotel.  As  we  sat  in  the  haleouv  afti'r 
supper,  listening  to  the  eaj.ital  playini;  of  the 
vdlage  orei-.estra,  and  the  Tyrolese '  songs  with 
whieh  they  varie.l  their  mnsie  we  thought  with- 
in  ourselves  that  we  were  fortunate  to  have  falle  ■ 
upon  the  Star  of  (ioUl. 

lot 
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Cortina  Vwn  in   its  valluv  likts  a  wliito  slicll 

tliat  lias  n,l|,.,l  ,li)Wii  into  a  IiickkI   vase  of  mala- 

I'liite.      It  lias  alioiit  a  IiiiikIiimI  li..iiM..Haii(l  siveii 

IiiiiulnMl    inlialiitants,    a  lai);,.  ,  limvl,  ami  two 

small  ones,  a  lino  stoii uniiaiillc  with  cxcclli'iit 

Im'IIs,  ami  srv.Mi   or  <M-lit  littk'  inns.     Hut   if  is 
moiv  ini|)o!tant  tliaii  its  size  would  sijjnifv.  for 
it  is  the  c.ipital  of  tli.>  ilistrict  wlioso  lawful  titl., 
U  M<i;in!j!c„  Cominihh  lU  Ami„:.:„-~a  name 
(■(mfcriccl  lon^r  „jro  I,y  the  l{,.|uil>lic  of  Venieo. 
In  thi'  fiftcenrh   (•cntiirv  it  was  Venetian  tcrri- 
tory;  luit  in  loKJ.  ,n„l,.r  Maximilian  I.,  it  was 
j'linpd  to  .\iistria  ;  and  it  is  now  oiin  of  thr  rich- 
est  and  most  ))ios|ierous  eoinmuiios  of  thr  Tvrol. 
It  ..inbraces   aliont  thirty-live   hundred    ju.oj.le! 
scattered    in    hamlets    and    cliisteis    of    houses 
throiigli  the  green  basin  with  its  four  entrances, 
lying    between   the   ,,,.aks  of  Tofaiia,  Cristallo, 
Sorapis,    and     \uvolau.      'i'he    well-eultivated 
grain  lields  and  meadows,  the  smooth  aljis  filled 
with  fine  eattle.  the  wel|.|)uilt  hoii.ses  with  their 
white   stone   basements   ami    baleonies    of  dark 
brown  wood   and    broad  overhanging  roofs,  all 
speak  of  industry  and  thrift.     But  there  is  more 
than  mere  agricultural  i)rosi)erity  in  this  valley. 
There    is   a   fine    race   of   men   and   women  — 
intelligent,  vigourous,  and  with  a  strong  sense 
152 


ALrK.\liO.HK.\  A.Vh  f,ol7  s  MILK 

"[  ''^'""*>-     ''■' '"er  wall.  ..f  tl„.  annex  of  tl,.. 

n«t..I  A.iMilu  X,.,,,  ,,ie  ,.„v..iv,l  will.  f,,.s,.,„., 
of  n.iuUc.l  iH.w.T  .•M„l  ,..ioi„i,litv,  |,aint..,l  l.y 
tlu.  sou  „f  tl,..  Innk,.,.,,,.,-.  Tl».  art  «.|„„.U 
of  Loitnin  an.  faiiums  for  tliuir  Lcaiitifi  H„ik 
111  Kol.l  an.l  mIv.t  ti|i;r,,.,.,  „,„i  «„„.l-inlavin.., 
X  ..•■,.  ,.,v  n,.a.ly  two  |„,n,l,cMl  ,,„|,il,  :„  [uZ 
wlmols,  all  peasants'  ,-l,iM,,.n.   ,n,l  (Imt  |„„,1,„.,. 

rc'^ulls,  ...,H.,.ialIy  in  ;„/,„.,,/„.   .,l,i,.,,  .,',„  ,. j^. 

"''''"•     '•  '"•  ^ '"''K v|„.s.,a,  „f  «|,i..|,  I  s,,ol(,.  a 

nionuMit  a-„,  is  t.ain,.,!  an,|  1,.,1  l.y  a  j.casnnt's 

"""'  "'"'  ''''^  '"■*■'■'■  ''■"1  a  t „„-l,'  musical  flu- 

cation.      It  mnst  havr  at  Irast  twrnfy-tiv,.  .    .„,. 
1..1S,  an.l  .w  «v  hrard  then,  at  tliu'l'mti       iry 

"'■' ''  '"  1''''3'  with  oxtiaonlina.y  aivuiacy  and 

fxpiession. 

Tins  K..sta  Kav..  n.  a  tin,.  .■I,anc,.  to  soc  the 
lifo|il,!  of  thr  Aiu])..zzo  all  togntluT.  h  \yas  tlio 
annual  juhihition  of  tlu.  distiut ;  and  from  all 
till'  outlying  hanilots  an,l  remote  side  valleys, 
even  from  the  nei-Id.orin-  vales  of  .\-,mI„  a„d' 
Anronzo.  aeross  the  mountains,  and  from 
Cadoio,  the  peasants,  men  and  wonu-n  and  ehil- 
■Inn.  ha.l  eome  in  to  the  S.„„-o  at  Cortina. 
Ihepiazza  -  wldeh  is  re.illy  nothin-  ,„o,,.  than 
a  br..adeninK  of  the  loa.l  hehind  the  ehureh  — 
was  quite  thron-ed.  There  nmst  have  been  be- 
tween two  and  three  thousand  i)eo])le. 

The  ecremonies  of  the  day  began  with  general 
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chnreh-goiiig.  The  people  liere  are  honestly 
and  naturally  religious.  I  have  seen  so  many 
examples  of  wliat  ean  only  be  eallej  "sincere 
anil  nnattecte('  piety,"  that  1  cannot  doubt  it. 
The  church,  on  Cortina's  feast-day,  was  crowded 
to  the  doors  with  worshi2)pers,  who  gave  every 
evidence  of  taking  part  not  only  with  the  voice, 
but  aiso  with  the  heart,  in  the  worsliip. 

Then  followed  t!ie  public  unveiling  of  a  tab- 
let, on  the  wall  of  the  little  Inn  of  the  Anciior, 
to  the  memory  of  Giainmaria  Ghedini,  the 
founder  of  the  art-s?liooLs  of  Cortina.  There 
was  musje  by  the  band;  and  an  oration  by  a 
native  Demosthenes  (wlio  spoke  in  Italian  so 
Huent  that  it  ran  through  one's  senses  like 
water  through  a  sluice,  leaving  nothing  be- 
hind), and  an  original  Canto,  sung  by  the  vil- 
lage  choir,  with  a  general  chorus,  in  which  they 
called  upon  the  various  mountains  to  "reecho 
the  name  of  the  beloved  master  John-Mary  as 
a  model  of  modesty  and  true  merit,"  and  wound 
up  with  — 

'■  Hurrah  for  John-Mary !  Hurrah  for  his  art  I 

Hurrali  for  all  teatliera  as  skilful  as  ho ! 

Hurrah  for  us  all,  who  have  now  taken  part 

In  singing  together  in  do  .  .  re  .  .  mi." 

It  was  very  primitive,  and  1  do  not  suppose 
tliat  tlie  celebration  was  even  mentioued  in  the 
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newspapers  of  the  great  world ;  but,  after  all, 
has  ni>t  the  man  wlio  wins  such  a  triumph  as 
this  in  the  hearts  of  his  own  jjeople,  for  whom 
he  has  made  labour  beautiful  with  the  charm  of 
art,  deserved  better  of  fame  than  many  a  crowned 
monarcli  or  conquering  warrior  ?  We  sliould  be 
wiser  if  we  gave  less  glory  to  the  men  who  have 
been  successful  in  forcing  their  fellow-men  to 
die,  and  more  glory  to  tlie  men  who  have  been 
successful  in  teaching  their  fellow-men  how  to 
live. 

But  the  Festa  of  Cortina  did  not  remain  all 
day  on  this  high  moral  plane.  In  the  afternoon 
came  what  our  landlady  called  "  allerlci  Dumm- 
heiten."  There  was  a  grand  lottery  for  the  ben- 
efit of  the  Volunteer  Fire  Department.  The 
high  officials  sat  up  in  a  green  wooden  booth  in 
the  middle  of  the  square,  and  called  out  the 
numbers  and  distributed  the  prizes.  Then  there 
was  a  greased  pole  with  various  articles  of  an 
attractive  character  tied  to  a  large  hoop  at  the 
top  —  silk  aprons  and  a  green  jacket,  and  bot^ 
ties  of  wine,  and  half  a  smoked  pig,  and  a  coil 
of  rope,  and  a  purse.  The  gallant  firemen  vol- 
untarily climbed  up  the  pole  as  far  as  they 
could,  one  after  another,  and  then  involuntarily 
slid  down  again  exhausted,  each  one  wiping 
off  a  little  more  of  the  gi'ease,  until  at  last  the 
lucky  one  came  who  profited  by  his  forerunners' 
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labours,  and  struggled  to  the  top  to  snatch  the 
smoked  pig.     After  that  it  was  easy. 

Such  is  success  in  this  unequal  world  ;  the 
man  who  wipes  off  the  grease  seldom  gets  the 
prize. 

Then  followed  various  games,  with  tubs  of 
water;  and  coins  fastened  to  the  bottom  of  a 
huge  black  frying-pan,  to  be  plucked  off  with 
the  lips ;  and  pots  of  flour  to  be  broken  witli 
sticks ;  so  that  the  young  lads  of  the  village  were 
ducked  and  blackened  and  powdered  to  an  un- 
limited extent,  amid  the  hilarious  applause  of 
the  spectators.     In  the  evening  there  was  more 
music,  and  the  peasants  danced  in  the  square, 
the  women  quietly  and  rather  heavily,  but  the 
men  with  amazing  agility,  slapping  the  soles  of 
their  shoes  with  their  hands,  or  turning  cart- 
wheels in  front  of  their  partners.     At  dark  the 
festivities   closed  with  a  display  of  fireworks; 
there  were  rockets  and  bombs  and  pin-wheels ; 
and  the  boys  had  tiny  red  and  blue  lights  which 
they  held  until  their  fingers  were  burned,  just 
as  boys  do  in  America ;  and  there  was  a  gen- 
eral hush  of  wonder  as  a  particularly  brilliant 
rocket  swished  into  the  dark  sky;  and  when  it 
burst  into  a  rain  of  serpents,  the  crowd  breathed 
out  its  delight  in  a  long-drawn  "  Ah-h-h-h  !  " 
just  as  the  crowd  does  everywhere.     We  might 
easily  have  imagined  ourselves  at  a  Fourth  of 
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July  celebration  in  Vermont,  if  it  Imd  not  been 
for  the  costumes. 

Tlie  men  of  tlie  Ampezzo  Valley  have  kept 
but  little  that  is  peculiar  in  tlieir  ilress.     Jlen 
aio  naturally  more  progressive  than  .vonien,  and 
therefore  less  pictui'escpie.     The  tide  of  fashion 
has  swept  them  into  the  international  monotony 
of   coat   and  vest   and   trousers  —  pretty  nuicii 
the  same,  and  equally  ugly,  all  over  the  world. 
Now  and  then  you  may  see  a  short  jacket  with 
silver  buttons,  or  a  i)air  of  knee-breeches  ;  and 
almost  all  the  youths  wear  a  buncli  of  feathers 
or  a  tuft  of  chamois'  hair   in  their  soft  green 
huts.      But    the   women    of   the    Ampezzo  — 
strong,   comely,    with   golden   brown    complex- 
ions, and  often  noble  faces  —  are  not  ashamed 
to  dress  as  their  grandmothers  did.     They  wear 
a  little   round   blae''  felt  hat  with  rolled  rim 
and  two  long  ribbons  hanging  down  at  the  back. 
Their  hair  is  carefully  braided  and  coiled,  and 
stuck  through   and  through  with   great   silver 
pins.      A   black   bodice,    fastened    with    silver 
clasps,  is  covered  in  frmit  witli  the  ends  of  a 
brilliant    silk    kerchief,    laid    in    many    folds 
around  the  shoulders.     The  white  shirt-sleeves 
are  very  full  and  fastened  up  above  the  elbow 
with  coloured  ribbon.      If  the  weather  is  cool, 
the  women  wear  a  short  black  jacket,  with  satin 
yoke  and  high  puffed  .sleeves.     But,  whatever 
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the  weather  may  l>e,  they  make  no  cliaiige  in  the 
large,  full  dark  skii-ts,  almost C(iiii]iletuly covered 
with  immense  silk  aprons,  by  j)referenee  light 
l)lue.  It  is  not  a  remarkably  brilliant  dress, 
compared  with  that  whieh  one  may  still  see  in 
some  distriets  of  Norway  or  Sweden,  but  upon 
the  whole  it  suits  the  women  of  the  Ampezzo 
woinlerfully. 

For  my  part,  I  think  that  when  a  woman  has 
found  a  dress  that  becomes  her,  it  is  a  waste  of 
time  to  send  to  Paris  for  a  fashion-plate. 


When  the  excitement  of  the  Festa  had  sub- 
sided, we  were  free  to  abandon  ourselves  to  the 
excursions  in  whieh  the  neighborhood  of  Cortina 
abounds,  and  to  whieh  the  guide-book  earnestly 
calls  every  right-minded  traveller.  A  walk 
tlnwigh  the  light-green  shadows  of  the  larch- 
woods  to  the  tiny  lake  of  Ghedina,  where  we 
could  see  all  the  four  dozen  trout  swimming 
abont  in  the  clear  water  and  catching  flies ;  a 
drive  to  the  Belvedere,  where  there  are  super- 
ficial refreshments  above  and  profound  grottos 
below;  tliese  were  trifles,  though  we  enjoyed 
them.  But  the  great  mountains  encircling  us 
on  every  side,  standing  out  in  clear  view  with 
that  distinctness  and  completeness  of  vision 
which  is  one  charm  of  the  Dolomites,  seemed  to 
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suiniuon  us  to  more  arduous  enterpiises.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  Ueacou  and  I  selected  the  easiest 
one,  engaged  a  guide,  and  pre])arcd  for  the 
ascent. 

Monte  Nuvolau  is  not  a  perilous  mountain.  I 
am  quite  sure  that  at  my  present  time  of  life  I 
should  be  unwilling  to  ascend  a  perilous  moun- 
tain unless  there  were  something  extraordinarily 
desirable  at  the  top,  or  remarkably  disagreeable 
at  the  bottom.  Mere  risk  has  lost  the  attrac- 
tions which  it  once  had.  As  the  father  of  a 
family  I  felt  bound  to  abstain  from  going  for 
amusement  into  any  place  which  a  Christian 
lady  might  not  visit  with  p-  priety  and  safety. 
Our  preparation  for  Xuvolau,  therefore,  did  not 
consist  of  ropes,  ice-irons,  and  axes,  but  simply 
of  a  lunch  and  two  long  sticks. 

Our  way  led  us,  in  the  early  morning,  through 
the  clustering  houses  of  Lacedel,  up  the  broad, 
green  slope  that  faces  Cortina  on  the  west,  to  the 
beautiful  Alp  Pocol.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
jdeasure  of  such  a  walk  in  the  cool  of  the  day, 
while  the  dew  still  lies  on  the  short,  rich  grass, 
and  the  myriads  of  flowers  are  at  their  brightest 
and  sweetest.  The  infinite  variety  and  abun- 
dance of  the  blossoms  is  a  continual  wonder. 
They  are  sown  more  thickly  than  the  stars  in 
heaven,  and  the  rainbow  itself  does  not  show  so 
many  tints.  Here  they  are  mingled  like  the 
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threads  of  some  strange  embroidery  ;  and  there 
again  nature  has  massed  her  cidours ;  so  that 
one  spot  will  be  all  pale  blue  with  innumerable 
forget-me-nots,  or  dark  blue  with  g(;ntians ; 
another  will  blush  witli  the  delieate  j)ink  of  the 
Santa  Lueia  or  the  deeper  red  of  the  clover; 
and  another  will  sliine  yellow  as  elot'.i  of  gold. 
Over  all  this  opulence  of  bloom  the  iurks  were 
soaring  and  singing.  I  never  licard  so  many 
as  in  the  meadows  about  Cortina.  There  was 
always  a  sweet  spray  of  music  sprinkling  down 
out  of  tlie  sky,  where  the  singers  poised  un- 
seen. It  was  like  walkii.g  through  a  sliower  of 
melody. 

From  the  Alp  Pocol,  which  is  simply  a  fair, 
lofty  pasture,  we  had  our  first  full  view  of 
Nuvolau,  rising  bare  and  strong,  like  a  huge 
bastion,  from  the  dark  fir-woods.  Throunh 
these  our  way  led  onward  now  for  seven  miles, 
with  but  a  slight  ascent.  Then  turning  off  to 
the  left  we  began  to  climb  sharply  through  the 
forest.  There  we  found  abundance  of  tlie  lovely 
Alpine  roses,  which  d'^  not  bloom  on  the  lower 
groimd.  Tlicir  colour  is  a  deep,  glowing  pink, 
and  when  a  Tyrolese  girl  gives  you  one  of  these 
flowers  to  stick  in  the  band  of  your  hat,  you 
may  know  that  you  have  found  favour  in  her 
eyes. 

Through  the  wood   the   cpckoo   was  cidling 
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—  the  bird  which  reverses  the  law  of  good 
c'liildren,  and  inuists  on  lining  hoard,  but  not 
seen. 

When  the  forest  was  at  an  end  wo  found  our- 
selves at  the  foot  of  an  alp  whieli  sloped  steeply 
np  to  tlio  Five  Tow.-ra  of  Averaii.  The  effect  of 
these  enormous  masses  of  rock,  standing  out  in 
lonely  grandeur,  like  the  ruins  of  some  forsaken 
habitation  of  giants,  was  tremendous.  Seen 
from  far  below  in  the  valley  their  form  was  pic- 
turesque and  striking  ;  but  as  we  sat  beside  the 
clear,  cold  spring  which  gushes  out  at  the  foot 
of  the  largest  tower,  the  Titanic  rocks  seemed 
to  hang  in  the  air  above  us  as  if  they  would 
overawe  us  into  a  sense  of  their  majesty.  We 
felt  it  to  the  full ;  yet  none  the  less,  but  rather 
the  more,  could  we  feel  at  the  same  time  the 
delicate  and  etliereal  beauty  of  the  fringed  gen- 
tianella  and  the  pale  Alpine  lilies  scattered  on 
the  short  turf  beside  us. 

We  had  now  been  on  foot  about  three  hours 
and  a  half.  The  half  hour  that  remained  was 
the  hardest.  Up  over  loose,  broken  stones  that 
rolled  beneath  our  feet,  up  over  great  slopes  of 
rough  rock,  up  across  little  fields  of  snow  wliere 
we  pau.sed  to  celebrate  the  Fourth  of  July  with 
a  brief  snowl)all  fight,  up  along  a  narrowing 
ridge  with  a  precipice  on  either  hand,  and  so 
at  last  to  the  summit,  8600  feet  abovj  the  sea. 
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It  is  not  a,  great  huiglit,  but  it  is  a  noble 
situation.  For  Xuvoliiu  h  fortunately  iilaccd  in 
tlio  very  crntro  of  tlie  Doloniitt's,  iinil  so  coni- 
niiinils  ;i  Hner  view  lii:in  nuuiy  a  hi;ilu'r  nio\ui- 
tain.  Iniluc'il,  it  is  not  from  the  liij;liest  ]>caks, 
aci'onlliif;  to  my  I'XlK'riL'ni'c,  tliat  one  gets  tlie 
granilest  prospoctH,  but  ratliur  from  those  of 
middle  height,  which  are  so  isolated  as  to  give  a 
wide  cirele  of  vision,  and  from  which  one  ean 
see  both  the  valleys  and  the  summits.  Monte 
Uosa  itself  gives  a  less  imposing  view  than  the 
Uijrner  Grat. 

It  is  j)ossible,  in  this  world,  to  elindi  too  high 
for  ])leasHre. 

Hut  what  a  ])anorania  N'uvolau  gave  us  on 
that  clear,  radiant  sunnner  morning  —  a  perfect 
circle  of  spleiulid  sight !  On  one  side  we  looked 
down  upon  ^he  Five  Towei-s  ;  on  tlie  other,  a 
thousand  feei  below,  the  Alps,  dotted  with  the 
huts  of  the  herdsmen,  sloped  down  into  the  deep- 
cut  vale  of  Agordo.  Oj)i)osite  to  us  was  the 
enormous  mass  of  Tofana,  a  pile  of  gray  and 
pink  and  saffron  rock.  When  we  turned  the 
other  way,  we  faced  a  grouj)  of  mountains  as 
ragged  as  the  crests  of  a  line  of  fir-trees,  and 
behind  them  loomed  the  solemn  head  of  Pelmo. 
Across  the  broad  vale  of  the  IJoite,  Antelao 
stood  beside  Sorapis,  like  a  campanile  beside  a 
cathedral,  and  Cristallo  towered  above  the  green 
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paai  of  the  Throe  t'lossed.     Through  that  open- 
ing we  fiMiM  sec  the  biixtliiig  |R.;iks  of  the  S.'x. 
tenthal.     Sweeping   aroiind   in   a   wider  circle 
from  that  point,  we  Haw.  hcjonil  tlio  Diirrenstein, 
tlie    siiowH'ovcreil    pile  of  the  (iross-Olockiier ; 
the  criniHoii  huHtinns  of  the  Rothwaml  apiH'an'cl 
to   the    north.  I    Iu.mI    Tofana :  then  the  whit, 
slopes  tliat  h:i   -  far  away  ahovc  the  Zillcrthal  ; 
and,  nearer,  tlie  Geislerspitzc,  like  five  fingers 
thrust  into  the  air;   behind  that,  the  <listant 
Oetzthaler  Mountain,  and  just  a  single  white 
glimpse  of  the  highest  peak  of  the  Ortler  by  the 
Kngadinc  :  nearer  still  wc  saw  the  vast  fortress 
of  ths  Sella  group  aiul  the  red  combs  of  the 
Kosengarten ;  Jlonte  Marniolata.  the  (^.een  of 
the   Dolouiitfcs.  stood   before   us  revealed   iiotn 
l)ase  to  peak  in  a  bri.lal  dress  of  snow;   and 
southward  we  looked  into  the  d.-ik  rugged  face 
of  La  Civetta,  rising  sheer  out  of  the  vale  of 
Agordo,  where  the  Lake  of  Alleghe  slept  unseen. 
It  was  a  sea  of  mountains,  tossed  around  us 
into  a  myriad  of  motionless  wave.s.  aiul  with  a 
rainbow  of  colours  sjirc.ad  among  their  hollows 
and  across  their  crests.     The  cliffs  of  rose  and 
orange  ami  silver  gray,  the  valleys  of  deepest 
green,  the  distant  shadows  of  jiurple  and  melt- 
ing blue,  and  the  dazzling  white  of  the  scattered 
suow-flelds  seemed  to  shift  and  vary  like  the 
hues  on  the  inside  of  a  shell.     And  over  all, 
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from  jioak  to  penk,  tliii  Hk''-.  •entlioi'y  oluudn 
went  drifting  lazily  ami  Hlowly,  uh  if  they  i-oulil 
nut  leavu  a  fieene  mi  fair. 

Tlii're  in  bari'ly  nmni  on  tlu"  top  of  Xnvolau 
for  the  stiinc  alieltur-hnt  whii'h  a  ({rateful  Saxi)n 
baron  Iiaa  Iniilt  tliero  as  a  sort  of  votivi-  offcrinj} 
for  tlie  recovery  of  his  licaltn  among  the  nioim- 
tains.  Ah  we  snt  within  and  ate  otir  frugal 
lunch,  we  were  glad  that  he  had  recovered  his 
health,  and  ghul  that  he  had  built  tlii'  hut,  and 
glad  that  we  liiul  come  to  it.  In  fact,  we  could 
almost  sympathize  in  our  coUl,  matter-of-fact 
American  way  with  the  sentimental  (icrman 
inscription  which  we  read  on  the  wall : 

Vnn  .Vuvolan's  hoheii  WulkptMttifcii 

LflM  mich,  Xatur,  diirrh  tleine  HininiRl  nifcn  — 

All  dpiner  Ilnint  freHiinde,  wer  dii  kriiiik  ! 

^o  vvird  ziim  Viilkmtaiik  niein  Siirh.itnilitiik, 

We  refiaineil,  howevci',  from  shouting  any- 
thing through  Nature's  heaven,  but  went  lightly 
down,  in  about  three  hours,  to  supper  in  the  Star 
of  (iold. 

IV. 

When  a  stern  necessity  forces  one  to  leave 
Cortina,  there  are  several  ways  of  departure. 
Wc  selected  the  main  highway  for  our  trunks, 
but  for  ourselves  the  Pass  of  the  Three  Grasses ; 
the  Dejicon  and  the  Deaconess  in  a  mountain 
wagon,  and  I  on  foot.  It  should  be  written 
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as  an  axiom  in  the  philosopliy  of  tiavel  that  the 
easiest  way  is  best  for  your  luggage,  and  the 
hardest  way  is  best  for  yourself. 

All  along  the  rough  road  up  to  the  Pass,  we 
had  a  glorious  outlook  backward  over  the  Val 
d'  Ami)ezzo,  and  when  we  came  to  the  top  we 
looked  deej)  down  into  the  narrow  Val  Buona 
behind  Sorapis.  I  do  not  know  just  when  we 
I)assed  the  Austrian  border,  but  wlieu  we  oaine 
to  Lake  Misurina  we  found  ourselves  in  Italy 
again.  My  friends  went  on  down  the  valley  to 
Landro,  but  I  in  my  weakness,  having  eater  of 
the  trout  of  the  lake  for  dinner,  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  of  staying  over-night  to  catch  one 
for  breakfast. 

It  was  a  pleasant  failure.  The  lake  was 
beautiful,  lying  on  top  of  the  mountain  like  a 
bit  of  blue  sky,  surrounde,!  by  the  peaks  of 
Cnstallo,  Cadino,  and  the  Drei  Zinnen.  It  was 
a  happiness  to  float  on  such  celestial  waters  and 
cast  the  hopeful  fly.  The  trout  were  there- 
they  were  large;  I  saw  them;  they  also  saw 
me  ;  but,  alas  !  I  could  not  raise  them.  Misu- 
rma  is,  in  fact,  what  the  Scotch  call  "a  dour 
loch,"  one  of  those  places  which  are  outwar.llv 
beautiful,  but  inwardly  so  demoralized  that  tli'e 
trout  will  not  rise. 

When   we  came  ashore  in  the  evening,  the 
boatman  consoled  me  witli  tlie  story  of  a  French 
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count  who  liad  spent  two  weeka  there  fishing, 
and  only  eaught  one  fisli.  I  had  some  thoughtn 
of  stayin;^  thirteen  days  longer,  to  rival  the 
count,  but  eoneluded  to  go  on  the  next  morn- 
ing, over  Monte  Pian  and  the  Cat's  Ladder  to 
Landro. 

The  view  from  Monte  Plan  is  far  less  exten- 
sive than  that  from  Nuvolau ;  but  it  has  the 
advantage  of  being  very  near  the  wild  jum- 
ble of  the  Sexten  I^oloniites.  I'he  Three  Shoe- 
makers and  a  lot  more  of  sharp  and  ragged 
fellows  are  elose  by,  on  the  east ;  on  the  west, 
Cristallo  shows  its  fine  little  glacier,  and  Koth- 
wand  its  crimson  eliifs ;  and  southward  Misu- 
rina  gives  to  the  view  a  glimpse  of  water, 
without  which,  indeed,  no  view  is  complete. 
Moreover,  the  mountain  has  the  merit  of  being, 
as  its  name  implies,  quite  gentle.  I  met  the 
Deacon  and  the  Deaconess  at  the  top,  they  hav- 
ing walked  u])  from  Landro.  And  so  we  crossed 
the  boundary  line  together  again,  seven  thousand 
feet  above  the  sea,  from  Italy  into  Austria. 
There  was  no  custom-house. 

The  way  down,  by  the  Cat's  Ladder,  I  trav- 
elled alone.  The  path  was  very  steep  and  little 
worn,  but  even  on  the  mountainside  there  was 
no  danger  of  losing  it,  for  it  hail  been  blazed 
here  and  there,  on  trees  and  stones,  with  a  dash 
of  blue  i)aint.  This  is  the  work  of  the  itt- 
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ralnable   DUAV  — whicli  is,  lu.ing  inteii>ret«(l, 
the  (ieiiiian-Austrian  Alpine  Clul).     Tlie  more 
one  travels  in  tlio  mountains,  tlir  more  one  learns 
to  venerate  this  beneficent  society,  for  the  shel- 
ter-luits  and  guiile-posts  it  lias  erocteil,  and  the 
patJis  it  has  made  and  marked  distlnetlv  with 
various  colours.     The  Cicrmans    have  a  "genius 
for  thoroughness.     My  little  brown  guid.rbook-, 
for   examine,   not    only    inlormcd    me    throu-h 
whose  back  yd  I  nnist  go  to  get  into  a  cer- 
tain path,  but  u  told  me  that  in  such  and  such 
a  si)ot  1  should  find  quite  a  good  deal  {ziciit- 
lUhricl)  of  Edelweiss,  and  in  another  a  small 
echo ;  it  advised  me  in  one  valley  to  take  jiro- 
visions  and  dispense  with  a  guide,  and  in  an- 
other to  take  a  guide   and  disiiense  with  pro- 
visions, adding  varied  inforuuition  in  regard  to 
beer,  v.hich  in  my  case  was  useless,  for  I  could 
not  touch  it.     To  go  astray  under  such  auspices 
would  be  worse  than  inexcusable. 

Landro  we  found  a  very  different  ])Iace  from 
Cortina.  Instead  of  having  a  large  church  and 
a  number  of  small  hotels,  it  consists  entirely  of 
one  large  hotel  and  a  very  tiny  'iirch.  It  does 
not  lie  in  a  broad,  open  basin,  .,it  in  a  narrow 
valley,  shut  in  closely  by  the  mountains.  The 
hotel,  in  spite  of  its  size,  is  excellent,  and  a  few 
stejis  up  the  valley  is  one  of  the  finest  views  in 
the  Dolomites.  To  the  east  ojjcns  a  deep,  wild 
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gorge,  at  the  lieiul  of  which  the  pinnacles  of 
tlie  Drei  Zinnen  are  seen  ;  to  the  south  the  Diir- 
rensce  fills  the  valley  from  edge  to  eilge,  and 
reflects  in  its  ])ale  waters  the  huge  hulk  of 
Monte  Cristallo.  It  is  such  a  complete  picture, 
so  finished,  so  com])aet,  so  balanced,  that  one 
might  think  a  painter  had  composed  it  in  a 
moment  of  inspiration.  But  no  painter  ever 
laid  such  colours  on  his  canvas  as  those  which 
are  seen  here  when  the  cool  evening  shadows 
liave  settled  upon  the  valley,  all  gray  and 
green,  while  the  mountains  shine  above  in  rosy 
Al])englow,  as  if  transfigured  with  inward  fire. 

There  is  another  lake,  about  thiee  miles  north 
of  Landro,  called  the  Toblacher  See,  and  there 
I  repaired  the  defeat  of  Misurina.  The  trout 
at  the  outlet,  by  the  bridge,  were  very  small, 
and  while  the  old  fisherman  was  endeavouring 
to  catch  some  of  them  in  his  new  net,  which 
would  not  work,  I  pushed  my  boat  up  to  the 
head  of  the  lake,  where  the  stream  came  in. 
The  green  water  was  amazingly  clear,  but  the 
current  kept  the  fish  with  their  heads  up  stream ; 
so  that  one  could  come  up  behind  them  near 
enough  for  a  long  cast,  without  being  seen.  As 
my  fly  lighted  above  them  anil  came  gently  down 
with  the  ripple,  I  saw  the  first  fish  turn  and  rise 
and  take  it.  A  motion  of  the  wrist  hooked  him, 
and  he  played  just  as  gamely  as  a  trout  in  ray 
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favourite  Long  Island  Pond.  IIow  different  the 
colour,  tliough,  as  he  came  out  of  the  water. 
Tills  fellow  was  all  silvery,  with  light  i)ink  spots 
on  his  sides.  1  took  seven  of  his  eoiiipaiiions, 
in  weight  some  four  pounds,  and  then  stojiped 
because  tlic  eveidiig  light  was  failing, 

How  iileasant  it  is  to  fish  in  such  a  place  and 
at  such  an  hour  I  The  novelty  of  the  scene,  the 
grandeur  of  the  landscape,  lend  a  suang(!  charm 
to  the  sport.  But  the  sport  itself  is  so  faniiliar 
that  one  feels  at  home  —the  iiioticm  of  the  rod, 
tl-  feathery  swish  of  the  line,  the  sight  of  the 
iiiiiig  fish  —  it  all  brings  back  a  hundred  wood- 
land memories,  and  thoughts  of  good  fishing 
comrades,  some  far  away  across  the  sea,  and, 
perhaps,  even  now  sitting  around  the  forest 
camp-fire  in  Maine  or  Canada,  and  some  with 
whom  we  shall  keep  coniiiany  no  more  until  we 
cross  the  greater  ocean  into  that  happy  country 
whither  they  have  preceded  us. 


Instead  of  going  straight  down  the  valley  by 
the  high  road,  a  <lrive  of  an  hour,  to  the  rail- 
way in  the  Pusterth.il,  I  walked  uj)  over  the 
mountiiins  to  the  cast,  acioss  the  I'liitzwiesen, 
and  so  down  through  the  Pragserthal.  In  one 
arm  of  the  deep  iir-clad  vale  are  the  Baths  of 
Alt-Prags,  famous  for  having  cured  the  Countess 
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of  Gorz  of  a  violent  rlicumatiHin  in  the  fifteenth 
contuiy.  It  is  an  antitjuated  e>ital)lishinent, 
and  the  gu>;sts.  wlio  were  talking  ahout  in  the 
fiehls  or  diinkinjj  their  coffee  in  tlie  balcony, 
as  I  pap  cd  throiij;li,  had  a  fifteenth  century 
look  alniiit  them  —  venerable  but  slightly  ruin- 
ous. But  jierhaiis  that  was  merely  a  rheuuiiitic 
resnlt. 

All  tlie  wagons  in  the  jJacc  wen-  engaged. 
It  is  strange  what  an  aggravating  effect  this 
state  of  affairs  has  ujjon  a  pedestrian  who  is 
bent  npon  riding.  I  did  not  lecover  my  de- 
light in  the  scenery  until  I  had  walked  about 
five  miles  farther,  and  sat  down  on  the  grass, 
bepiile  a  beautiful  s])ring,  to  eat  my  luncli. 

What  is  there  in  a  little  physical  rest  that  has 
such  magic  to  restore  the  sense  of  ])Ieasure  ?  A 
f(!w  moments  ago  nothing  pleased  you  —  the 
bloom  was  gone  from  the  ])eacli :  but  now  it  has 
(rome  back  again  —  you  wonder  and  admire. 
Thus  cheerful  and  contented  I  trudged  up  the 
right  arm  of  the  valley  to  the  I$aths  of  Neu- 
Prags,  less  venerable,  but  apparently  nu)re  ])opu- 
!ar  than  Alt-1'rags,  and  on  beyond  them,  through 
the  woods,  to  the  superb  liugser-Wildsce,  alake 
whose  still  waters,  now  blue  as  sapphire  under 
the  clear  sky,  and  now  green  as  emerald  under 
gray  clouds,  sleep  encircled  by  mighty  preci- 
pices. Could  anything  be  a  greater  contrast 
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with  Venice  ?     There  the  taiials  alive  witli  goii. 
dolas,  and  the  open  liaibouf  liiiglit  witli  many 
coloured  sails;  here,  the  hidden  lake,  silent  aiid 
lifeless,  save  when,  as  Woidswoith  wrote :  — 

"  A  lt':il»iiiy;  Huh 
Sends  through  tin-  tarn  a  hnii-lv  i-ln'cr." 

Tired,  and  a  little  f  )ot-soic,  after  nine  hours' 
walklojj,  I  came  into  the  Iiig  railway  h(it<l  at 
Tol.laeh  tliat  ni};ht.  There  I  met  my  fri.nds 
again,  and  parted  from  them  and  the  i>ol(iniites 
the  next  day,  with  regret.  For  they  were 
"  stepping  westward  : "  but  in  order  to  get  to 
the  Gross-Venediger  I  innst  make  a  detonr  to 
the  east,  through  the  Pusterthal,  and  come  uji 
tlirough  the  valley  of  the  Isel  to  the  great  chain 
of  mountains  called  the  Ilolie  Taucrn. 

At  the  junction  of  the  Isel  and  the  Drau  lies 
the  quaint  little  city  of  Lienz,  with  its  two 
castles  —  the  scpiare,  double-towered  one  in  the 
town,  now  transformed  into  the  ofKccs  of  the 
niunicipality,  and  the  huge  media'val  one  on  a 
hill  outside,  now  used  as  a  damp  restaurant  and 
dismal  beer-cellar.  I  lingered  at  Lienz  for  a 
couple  of  days,  in  the  ancient  hostelry  of  tlie 
Post.  The  liallways  were  vaulted  like  a  cloister, 
the  walls  were  three  feet  thick,  the  kitchen  was 
hi  the  middle  of  the  house  on  the  second  floor, 
so  that  I  looked  into  ic  every  tinu-  I  came  from 
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my  room,  and  ordered  dinner  direi't  from  the 
cook.  But,  90  far  from  being  displeased  witli 
these  iiecnliarities,  I  rather  likeil  tlie  ttavour  of 
them  ;  and  tlien,  in  addition,  tlie  landlady's 
daughter,  who  was  managing  tlie  house,  was  a 
j)erson  of  most  engaging  manners,  and  tliere 
was  trout  and  grayling  fishing  in  a  stream  near 
hy,  and  the  neighbo  iriug  ehureli  of  Dolsaeh 
contained  the  beautiful  picture  of  tlie  Holy 
Family,  wliich  Franz  Defregger  i)ainted  for  his 
native  village. 

The  peasant  women  of  Lieuz  have  one  very 
striking  feature  in  their  dress  — a  blaek  felt  hat 
with  a  broad,  stiff  brim  and  a  high  crown, 
smaller  at  the  top  than  at  the  base.  It  looks 
a  little  like  the  traditional  head-gear  of  the 
Pilgrim  F'atlieis,  exaggerated.  There  is  a  so- 
lenmity  about  it  which  is  fatal  to  feminine 
beauty. 

I  went  by  the  post-wagon,  with  two  slow 
horses  and  ten  passengers,  fifteen  miles  up 
the  Iselthal,  to  Windiseh-Matrei,  a  village 
whose  early  history  is  lost  in  the  mist  of  an- 
tiquity, and  whose  streets  are  pervaded  with 
odours  which  must  have  originated  at  tlie  same 
time  with  the  village.  One  wishes  that  they 
also  might  have  shared  the  fate  of  its  early  his- 
tory. But  it  is  not  fair  to  expect  too  nmch  of  a 
small  place,  and  W'iiuliscli-Matrei  has  oertainl_^ 
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a  boautifiil  Hitimtioii  ami  a  good  inn.  Tliorc  I 
took  my  guide  —  u  wiry  and  fompuiiionablc  littlo 
man,  whose  ou(Mii)ation  in  tlie  lower  world  was 
tliat  of  a  maker  an<l  niircliant  of  liuts  —  and  set 
ont  for  the  Pragerhiittc,  a  shelter  on  the  side  of 
the  (JiosH-Vencdi.^er. 

Tlie  ])atli  led  nnder  the  walls  of  the  old  Casth' 

of  \\  eissensteiii,  and   tlien   in   »tie|)  enrves  nj) 

the  cliflf  wiiieh  bloiks  the  liead  of  the  valley, 

and  along  a  cut  in   tlie  faee  of  the  roek,   into 

the  steep,  narrow  Tauernthal,  whiitli  divides  the 

Gloekner   group    from    the    V'enedlgcr.       How 

entirely  ditt'erent  it  was  from  tlie  region  of  the 

Dolomites!      Tliere    tlie   variety  of  eolour  was 

endless  and  the  ehaiig(>  ineessaut ;  heri!  it  was 

all  green  grass  and  trees  and  black  roeks,  with 

glimpses  of  snow.    There  the  highest  monntains 

were  in  sight  eonstantly ;  here  they  eonld  only 

be    seen    from    certain    jjoints    in    the   valley. 

There  the  streams  played  bnt  a  small  part  in 

the  landscape;  here  they  were   prominent,  the 

main    river   raging   and    foaming    tlirongh    the 

gorge  below,  while  a  score  of  waterfalls  leaped 

from  the  eliffs  on  either  side  and  dashed  do.n 

to  join  it. 

The  peasants,  men,  women  and  children,  were 

cutting  the  grass  in  the  jierpendicsilar  fields  ;  the 

woodmen  were  trimming  and  felling  the  trees  in 

the   fir-forests  ;  the  cattle-tenders  were  driving 
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tlicir  I'owH  ali.'.i^  tlif  stony  path,  or  hvnling 
tlioiii  fur  lip  oil  the  hilUidea.  It  was  si  lonely 
scone,  and  yet  a  busy  tine  ;  and  all  along  the 
road  was  written  the  history  of  the  perils 
and  liardsliips  of  the  life  which  now  seemed 
so  peaceful  and  |)ictures<jMe  under  the  siininicr 
sunlight. 

These  heavy  (drosses,  each  covered  with  a 
narrow,  ])ointcd  roof  and  deeoratcd  with  a 
rudi'  picture,  standing  beside  the  path,  or  on  the 
bridge,  or  near  the  mill  —  what  do  they  mean'.' 
Tliey  mark  the  place  where  a  lumian  life  has 
been  lost,  or  where  some  poor  jieasant  hiis  been 
delivered  from  a  great  peril,  and  has  set  up  a 
memorial  of  his  gratitude. 

Stop,  traveller,  as  you  pass  by,  and  look  at 
the  pictures.  They  have  little  more  of  art  than 
a  child's  drawing  on  a  slate ;  but  they  will  teach 
you  what  it  means  to  earn  a  living  in  these 
mountains.  They  tell  of  the  danger  that  lurks 
on  the  steep  slopes  of  grass,  where  the  mowers 
have  to  go  down  with  ropes  around  their  waists, 
and  in  the  beds  of  the  streams  where  the  floods 
swee])  through  in  the  spring,  and  in  the  forests 
where  the  great  trees  fall  an<l  crush  men  like 
flics,  and  on  the  iey  bridges  where  a  slip  is  fatal, 
and  on  the  high  passes  where  the  winter  snow- 
storm blinds  the  eyes  and  benumbs  the  limbs  of 
tlic  traveller,  and  under  the  cliffs  from  which 
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avalanclies  sliilo  ami  nicks  roll.  Tln'y  show 
yoii  men  and  women  fallinjj  from  wafjons,  and 
swej)!  away  liy  waters,  au.l  overwliclnic.l  in  land- 
slips. In  tlie  corniT  of  tlie  picture  yon  may  see 
a  peasant  witli  the  black  cross  above  his  head  — 
that  means  death.  Or  pcrhai)s  it  is  deliverane<' 
that  the  tablet  cDnimemorates  ^  and  then  v'm 
will  see  the  miller  kneeling  beside  his  mill  with 
a  flood  rushing  down  upon  it,  or  a  peasant  kneel- 
ing in  his  liarvest-tiidd  umh'r  an  inky-lilack 
cloud,  or  a  landhird  beside  his  inn  in  flames,  or 
a  mother  pr.iying  beside  lier  sick  children  :  and 
above  appears  an  angel,  or  a  saint,  or  the  Virgin 
with  her  Child. 

Read  the  inscriptions,  too,  in  their  (piaint 
German.  Some  of  them  are  as  humourous  as 
tlie  epitajjhs  in  Xew  England  graveyards.  I 
remember  one  which  ran  like  this  : 

II.T."  lii-s  Eli.xs  Queer. 

Killed  ill  his  Hixtiutli  yi'.ir  ; 

Scarce  hail  he  seen  tlip  li|;ht  of  day 

When  a  wapfon-Mheil  crushed  his  life  .iwny. 

And  there  is  another  famous  one  which  says : 

Here  perished  the  honoured  and  virtuous 

nmiden, 

(i.  \-. 

Tliis  tablet  w.as  erected  hy  her  only  gon. 

But   for   the   most   ])art   a   glance   at   these 
Miirtirl  mid  Tufcrl,  whid:  are  .so  fretpieut  on 
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nil  till)  nioimtain-ioiids  of  tlu'  Tviol,  will  (;ivo 
voil  a  Htrnii;;i>  hviihu  of  tliu  real  piitlms  of  litiiii:m 
life.  If  ymi  iiii'  a  Catholic,  you  will  not  rrfiisc 
tlieir  rc'i|iii"<t  to  nay  a  ]>iayci'  for  tli(Mlc|iaitiMl ;  if 
yotl  arc  a  I'loti-ntant.  at  Irast  it  will  not  liiiit  you 
to  Hav  one  for  tlioHO  who  Htill  livt'  aii<l  HutVi'i'  and 
toil  anioM^  sui'li  ilaugiMi. 

After  we  had  walUril  for  four  hourn  up  the 
TauiTUthal,  we  cauii'  to  thi-  Matri'ii'r-TauiMii- 
liau^t,  au  iliu  which  in  kept  o|k'ii  all  the  year  for 
the  shelter  of  travellers  over  the  liifih  pass  that 
erosses  the  luouiitain-ianjje  at  this  point,  froui 
north  to  smith.  There  we  dined.  It  was  a 
hare,  rude  jdaee,  liut  the  disli  of  juicy  trout  was 
garnished  with  flowers,  ea<-h  lisli  holding;  a  hii:; 
])ansy  in  its  mouth,  and  .as  the  maid  set  them 
down  liefore  me  she  wished  uie  "  a  i;ood 
a])petite,"  with  tlie  hearty  old-fashioned  Tyrcdeso 
courtesy  which  still  survives  in  thes(>  remote 
v.alleys.  It  is  ))leasant  to  travel  in  a  lauil  wln'ie 
the  manners  are  plain  an<l  good.  If  you  meet  a 
])easant  on  the  road  he  says,  "  (iod  j;reet  you . " 
if  you  give  a  child  a  cou]di'  of  kreuzers  he  folds 
his  hands  and  says,  "(iod  reward  you  I  "  and 
the  maid  who  li^dits  yon  to  l)ed  says,  "  Good- 
night, I  lio])!'  you  will  sice))  well!  " 

Two  hours  more  of  walking  l)rouglit  ns 
through  Ausscr-gschliiss  and  Iiiner-gschliiss,  two 
groups  of  herdsmen's  huts,  tenanted  only  in 
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summer,  at  the  head  of  the  Tai  >Tiulial.  Mii'- 
way  hctwion  tliem  lii's  a  little  (-.■..■l,  cut  ii  to 
the  solid  rock  for  shelter  fiom  tiic  avaiaii.'.'.es. 
This  lofty  vale  is  indeed  rightly  iiaiiicd  ;  for  it  is 
shut  off  from  the  rest  of  the  world.  The  jiortal 
is  a  cliff  down  which  the  stream  rushes  in  foam 
and  thunder.  On  either  hand  rises  a  mountain 
wall.  Within,  the  i)asture  is  fresh  and  green, 
sprinkle<l  with  Aljiine  roses,  and  the  pale  rivir 
flows  swiftly  down  between  the  rows  of  dark 
wooden  houses.  At  the  head  of  the  vale  towers 
the  Gross-Vencdiger,  with  its  glaciers  and  snow- 
fields  dazzling  white  against  the  deep  blue 
heaven.  The  murnnir  of  the  stream  and  the 
tinkle  of  the  eow-bells  and  the  jodelling  of  the 
herdsmen  far  uj)  the  slopes,  make  the  music  for 
the  scene. 

The  path  from  Gsehliiss  leads  straight  up  to 
the  foot  of  the  dark  pyramid  of  the  Kesselkopf, 
and  then  in  steep  endless  zig-zags  along  the  edo-e 
of  the  great  glacier.  I  saw,  at  first,  the  pin- 
nacles of  ice  far  above  me,  breaking  over  the 
face  of  the  rock ;  then,  after  an  hour's  breath- 
less climbing,  I  could  look  right  into  the  blue 
crevasses ;  and  at  last,  after  another  hour  over 
soft  snow-fields  and  broken  rocks,  I  was  at 
the  Pragerhut,  perched  on  the  shoulder  of  the 
mountain,  looking  down  upon  the  huge  river 
of  ice. 
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It  was  a  niagnitioeiit  view  under  the  clear 
light  of  evening,  lleic  'n  front  of  lis,  the  Vene- 
(ligcr  witli  all  his  brother-mountains  elusteied 
about  him  ;  behind  us,  aeross  the  Tauern,  the 
mighty  ehain  of  the  Glockner  against  the  east- 
ern sky. 

This  is  the  frozen  world.  Here  the  Winter, 
driven  back  into  his  stronghold,  makes  his  last 
stand  against  tlu'  Sunmier,  in  perpetual  conflict, 
retreating  by  day  to  the  niountain-iicak,  but 
creeping  back  at  night  in  frost  and  snow  to  re- 
gain a  little  of  his  h)st  territory,  until  at  last  the 
Sunnncr  is  wearied  out,  and  the  Winter  sweeps 
down  again  to  claim  the  whole  valley  for  his 

own. 

VI. 

In  the  Pragerhut  I  found  mountain  comfort. 
There  were  bunks  along  the  wall  of  the  guest- 
room, with  plenty  of  blankets.  There  was  good 
store  of  eggs,  canned  meats,  and  nourishing 
black  bread.  The  friendly  goats  came  bleating 
u])  to  the  door  at  niglitfall  to  be  milked.  And 
in  charge  of  all  this  luxury  there  was  a  cheerful 
peasant-wife  with  her  brown-eyed  daughter,  to 
entertain  travellers.  It  was  a  pleasant  sight  to 
see  them,  as  they  sat  down  to  their  supper  with 
my  guide  ;  all  three  bowed  their  heads  and  said 
their  "  grace  before  meat,"  the  guide  repeating 
the  longer  prayer  and  the  mother  and  daughter 
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c....,in,^r  i„  „.it|,  tl,e  r,.s|,,ms.s.     1  w,,.„t  t„  I„.,I 
«itl.  a  wann  and  oiniortal-le  foeling  almi.t  n.y 
"'•ait.     Jt  was  a  -oo.l  ,.„,li„,j  f„,  the  ,li,y.     ]„ 

the  i>u.vnin;f,  if  tJ.o  weatl.e.-  n ,i„..,I  dear,  the 

alaiiii-eloik  was  to  wake  us  at  tliree  for  the  as- 
eeiit  to  the  .siiiniiiit. 

But  ca.    it  l.e   tliree   o'clock   ah'ea.ly  ?     The 
gil.bous  n.oon  still  hangs  in  the  sky  and  easts  a 
feeldc  light  over  the  scene.     Then  u,,  and  away 
f-r  the  final  ..lin.l,.      How  rongh   the  j.ath  is 
ar..ong  the  bhiek  loeks  along  the  ri.lge !     Xow 
we  strike  out  on  the  gently  rising  glaeier,  a.Toss 
tlie  ernst  of  snow,  picking  our  way  among  the 
erevasses,  with  the  rope  tied  ahout  our  waists  for 
fear  of  a  fall.     How  eold  it  is  I     ]}ut  now  the 
pay  light    of  morning   dawns,   and   now   the 
beams  of  sunrise  shoot  up  behind  the  Gloekner 
and  now  the  snn  itself  glitters  into  sight.     The 
snow   grows    softer   as    we   toil    up   the    steep, 
narrow  eomb  between  the  (iross-Venediger  and 
Ins  neighbour  the  Klein-Venediger.     At  last  we 
have  reaehed  our  journey's  end.     See,  the  whole 
<>t  tlie  iyrol  is  spread  out  before  us  in  wondrous 
splendour, as  we  stand  on  this  snowy  ridge;  and 
at  our  feet  the  Sehlatten  glaeier,  like  a  long, 
white  snake,  curls  down  into  the  valley. 

There  is  still  a  little  ^ak  above  us ;  an  over- 
hanging  horn  of  snow  which  the  wind  has  built 
against  tne  inountaiu.to|..     I  would  like  to  stand 
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there,  just  for  a  moment.  The  guiile  protests 
it  would  be  dangeroua,  for  if  the  snow  should 
break  it  would  be  a  fall  of  a  thousand  feet  to 
the  glacier  on  the  northern  side.  But  let  us 
dare  the  few  steps  upward.  How  our  feet  sink ! 
Is  the  snow  slipijing?  Look  at  the  glaeier ! 
What  is  happening?  It  is  wrinkling  and  curl- 
ing backward  on  us,  soi'pent-like.  Its  head  rises 
far  above  us.  All  its  icy  crests  are  clashing  to- 
gether like  the  ringing  of  a  thousand  bells.  We 
are  falling !  I  fling  out  my  arm  to  grasp  the 
guide  —  and  awake  to  find  myself  clutching  a 
pillow  in  the  bunk.  The  alarm-clock  is  ringing 
fiercely  for  three  o'clock.  A  driving  snow-storm 
is  beating  against  the  window.  Tlie  ground  is 
white.  Peer  through  the  clouds  as  I  may,  I 
cannot  even  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  vanished 
Gross-Venediger. 
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T.iKUE  is  magic  i„  words,  snnly,  an.l  many  a 

vlMl  key      S.,„„,  ,,„,,„   i„  j,_^.  __^^,_,^ 

ome„ss.x.,at.o„  with  tlu.  pleasant  past,  fmohes 
a  secret  spring.  The  I.ars  are  ,low„  .  the  J  te 
"open;  yo„  are  made  free  of  all  the  fields  of 
»'«mory.andfancy-byaword. 

tht  Canadian   voyagers  as    they   thrust   tl.eir 

^.o..d  lake  for  a  journey  thron.I.  the  wilderness. 

^«   ..j,«.r  ,,,,,, t  the  „n.nn,  the  bow  shouts 

he  man  m  the  stern  when  the  birch  canoe  is 

""  -ff  'lown  the  rapids,  and  the  water  grows 

'»^;-"«.nk.     Then  the  frail  bark  must  be  dfiven 
..J  2   he  very  centre  of  the  wild  current,;:; 
the  „  dst  of  danger  to  find  safety,  dashin-^  like 
a  fnghtened  colt,  along  the  sn.oofh,  sloping  L 
bordered  by  wnite  fences  of  foan. 

An  large  !     When  I  hear  that  word,  I  hear 

also  the  c„sp  waves  breaking  on  pebbly  beaches 
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amltho  l.is„i„,I  n,sI,i„R.  il.ro,,^,,.  i„„„„„„,,,^ 
'nv,,.ht,lan,.,,,.tl,,.,,,,,l.,how..o.ls.    I  st    H 

*'"  '^""'''■'■"  J'ff"^«  «avo.s  an.l  fa.I™  a.ul  bWdl 
cnsov     t,,,  ,,,,,,,      „^,,^^,,^^^^^^ 

as  at  the  nii"iii<f  of  a  bi^ll    fl.o        *  •       . 
v„        ..         "    h  "'  -i  i)ou,  the  cuitajii  rises 

/<««<.,•«.  V  ^><i'».  'Hter  a  party  of 

It  was  in  tl,o  Lake  St.  John  country,  two  hun 
<Jml  m.Ie,,  north  of  Quebec,  tl.at  I  firsrhea™ 
'T•■-*■^~atio„;andit«een.eatoS 
res.o«a.,.fie,,„,;,.ee„n,a.leforit.     Ti  i,  L 

."t  a  httlepoeUt  wilderness  like  the  Ad^n 
.  acks  but  scnethinj,  vast  and  ,.rinntive.  You 
-lo  not  eross  it.  fron.  one  raih.oad  to  another  by 

get  out  before  your  provisions  are  exhausted. 
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AV  LA Has 
Tho  lake  it»elf  h  ,ho  ......U.  of  the  migl.ty  Sa. 

g-uuy.  „,.  .,.,«„.l   ,eu,  tinny  ,„il..s  JJ,,,i 

n«".  y  r»,.ml   lyi„j,  i„  tlu,  l.n.a.l  li.ne.tono  l,asi„ 

."•rtho,.,,.l.a,uv„tia,..M.,.,,,.ai,,.s.    IV  J.ti, 

r      ami    ..asa..M  .lun..  U.v.  bee,.  .,tk..l   IW 

v.tyorth„.yyear.;an.l,l.on^^^ 

1  H  al.,,u.lant  .....ps  ..f  wl.eat  and  oats  an.l 

.oUtoes  to  a  ..o„„„.,„ity  of  in.l„.stri,.u.s  /,„/„•. 

^.«^  who  live  in  little  mo.len.viUag..Hnamc.,l 
a  t  ■•■  the  sa.nts  an.l  natl.e,e,l  as  elos.ly  a.,  no.,- 

thesoo.  Wa  that  he  has  given  then,  a  elin.atu 
at  least  ionrorlivo  .le;,Mees  mil.Ier  than  (i„ebee. 
A  ra,l,,,a.],  l.n.lt  through  a  region   of  granite 

nllH«-h.eh  will  never  he  tan,e.l  to  the  ,l„gh, 
iMiks  th.s  ontlying  settlement  to  the  eivilil.,! 
^"rld  ;  and  at  the  en.l  of  the  railroad  the  Hotel 
Koberval,  standing  on  a  hill  above  the  lake,  of- 
ters  „,g,,  t„,,j.i^j  ^,j^^^,j_..^  j.^i^^^^  ^^^^ 

*P"     "'  «'''e  veranda  from  which  he 

can  looi.  oni,  a.  ross  the  water  into  the  face  of  the 
wdderiiess. 

Northwar,!  and  westward  the  interminable 
forest  rols  away  to  the  shores  „f  Hu.!,,,,,-,  jj 
and  the  frozen  wastes  of  Labrador.  It  is  ..„ 
umnense  solitude.  A  seore  of  rivers  en.pty  into 
he  lake  ;l,ttle  ones  like  the  Pikonabi  and  La 
i  'po,  and  middle-sized  ones  like  the  Ouiat<.h- 

onan  and  La  Belle  Hiviere,  and  big  one,  like 
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the  Mistassini  and  the  Peribonca  ;  and  each  of 
these  streams  is  the  clue  to  a  hibyrinth  of  woods 
and  waters.  The  eanoe-man  who  follows  it  far 
enough  will  find  himself  among  lakes  that  are 
not  named  on  any  map  ;  he  will  camp  on  virgin 
ground,  and  make  the  acquaintance  of  unsopliis- 
tieated  fish;  perhaps  even,  like  tlie  maiden  in 
the  fairy-tale,  ho  will  meet  with  the  little  bear, 
and  the  middle-sized  bear,  and  the  great  big 
bear. 

Damon  and  I  set  out  on  such  an  expedition 
shortly  after  the  nodding  lilies  in  the  Connecti- 
cut meadows  had  rung  the  noon-tide  bell  of 
summer,  and  when  the  raspberry  bushes  along 
the  line  of  the  Quebec  and  Lake  St.  John  Kail- 
way  had  spread  their  afternoon  collation  for 
birds  and  men.  At  Roberval  we  found  our  four 
guides  waiting  for  us,  and  the  steamboat  took  us 
all  across  the  lake  to  the  Island  House,  at  the 
northeast  corner.  There  we  embarked  our  tenta 
and  blankets,  our  pots  and  pans,  and  bags  of 
flour  and  potatoes  and  bacon  and  other  delica- 
cies, our  rods  and  guns,  and  last,  but  not  least, 
our  axes  (without  which  man  in  the  woods  is 
a  helpless  creature),  in  two  birch-baik  canoes, 
and  went  flying  down  the  Grande  Dccharge. 

It  is  a  wonderful  place,  this  outlet  of  Lake 
St.  John.     All  the  floods  of  twenty  rivers  are 
gathered  here,  and  break  forth  through  a  net  of 
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islamk  ;„  a  .louble  stream,  .livi.lecl  by  the  broacl 
iJe  d  Alma,  n.to  tl.e  Grande  Dt'cl.arge  a.ul  the 
Pe  .te  DeeW,,,     The  .cUhern  outit-t  is  s,Ult 
anil  flows  somewhat  more  quietly  at  first.     B„t 
the  northern   outlet  is  a  huge   confluence  and 
tumult  of  waters.     Vou  see  the  set  of  the  tide 
ar  out  ,n  the  lake,  sliding,  driving,  crow.linc. 
J'""y".g  Hi  with  smooth  currents  and  swirli." 
edd.es,   toward   the  corner  of  escape.     By  the 
roeky  cove  where  the  Island  House  pce.s  out 
through  the  fi,.-trees,  the  current  alremly  has  a 
percepuble  slo,,e.     It  begins  to  boil  over  hidden 
atones  n.  the  ndddle,  and  gurgles  at  projecting 
l'--:ts  of  rock.     A  mile  farther  down  there  i: 
an  .slet  where  the  stream  .juickens,  chafes,  and 
l.reaks  n.to  a  rapid.     Behind  the  islet  it  drops 
down  n.  three  or  four  foan.ing  steps.     On  the 
outsule  .t  n>akes  one  long,  straight  rush  into  a 
line  ot  white-crested  standing  waves. 

As  we  approiiched,  the  steersman  in  the  first 
canoe  stood  up  to  look  over  the  course.    The  sc. 
was  high.     Was  it  too  high?    The  canoes  were 
heavily  loaded.      Could   they  leap  the  waves? 
here  was  a  quick  talk  among  the  guides  as  we 
slipped   along,   undecided  which   way  to  turn 
1  hen  the  question  seemed  io  settle  itself,  as  mo.st 
of  these  woodland  questions  do.  as  if  some  silent 
force  of  Nature  had  the  casting-vote.     "  Sautf 
saiitez.'"  cried  I'erdinand,  -cucoyezau/an,c  '" 
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In  a  moment  wc  were  sliding  down  the  smooth 
back  of  tlic  rapid,  directly  toward  the  first  big 
wave.  The  rocky  shore  went  by  us  like  a  dream ; 
we  could  feel  the  motion  of  the  earth  whirling 
around  with  us.  The  crest  of  the  billow  in  front 
curled  above  the  bow  of  the  canoe.  "  A>-i-H\ 
arret',  doucemntt.'"  A  swift  stroke  of  the 
paildle  checked  the  uanoe,  quivering  and  pran- 
cing like  a  horse  suddenly  reined  in.  The  wave 
ahead,  as  if  surprised,  sank  and  flattened  for  a 
second.  The  canoe  leaped  through  the  edge  of 
it,  swerved  to  one  side,  and  ran  gayly  down  along 
the  fringe  of  the  line  of  billows,  into  quieter 
water. 

Every  one  feela  the  exhilaration  of  such  a 
descent.  1  know  a  lady  who  almost  cried  with 
fright  when  she  went  down  her  first  rapid,  but 
before  the  voyage  was  ended  she  was  saying :  — 

"  Count  that  ilay  lost  whose  low,  desconding  sun 
Sees  no  fall  leaped,  no  foaming  rapid  run." 

It  takes  a  touch  of  danger  to  bring  out  the  joy 
of  life. 

Our  guides  began  to  shout,  and  joke  each 
other,  and  praise  their  canoes. 

"You  grazed  that  villain  rock  at  the  corner," 
said  Jean ;  "  did  n't  you  know  where  it  was  ?  " 

"Yes,  after  I  touched  it,"  cried  Ferdinand; 
"  but  you  took  in  a  bucket  of  water,  and  I  sup- 
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pos.  yonv  m'sk,,'  is  sitting  on  a    ,ieoc  of  the 
river.     Ig  it  not  ?  " 

This   st.en>ea   to   ns   all   a   very  morry  jest, 
and  ^v«  laushe.l  with  the  same  inextin-n.ishal.Ie 
anghte.-  whu.h   a   practical  joke,  aecir-lins  to 
"""'7'  f'^'y'  "«''J  to  raise  i„  Oly,,,,,,,,.     ^  ;,, 
"■•e  of  the  ehanns  of  life  in  the  woo.ls  that  it 
l'r".Rs   baek   the   hinh   spirits  of   l.oyho,,.!   an.l 
renews  the  youth  of  the  world.     Plain  t„n,  like 
plain  food,  tastes  goo<l  ont-of-doors.     Xectar  i. 
the  sweet   sap  of   a   n.aple-tree.     And.rosia    is 
only   another   name   for   well-t.n-ned   flaj.jaeks. 
And  al    the  immortals,  sitting  around  the' table 
of  gohlen  eedar-slabs.  make   merry  when   the 
chimsy  Hei,haistos,  playing  the  part  of  Hebe 
•stumbles  over  a  root  and  upsets  the  plate  of 
cakes  into  the  fire. 

The  first  little  rapid  of  the  Grande  D&harn-e 
was  only  the  beginning.     Half  a  mile  below  we 
could  see  the  river  disaj.pear  between  two  points 
ot  rock.     There  was  a  roar  of  conflict,  and  a 
golden  mist  hanging  in  the  air,  like  the  smoke 
"f  battle.     All  along  the  place  where  the  river 
sank  from  sight,  dazzling  heads  of  foam  were 
flashing  „p  ..n.l  falung  back,  as  if  a  horde  of 
water-spntes  were  vainly  trying  to  fight  their 
way  up  to^  the  lake.     It  was  the  top  of  the 
9>-ande   chute,  a  wild   succession   of  falls   and 
pools  where  no  boat  could  live  for  a  moment. 
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We  ran  ,l„w.i  toward  it  as  far  as  the  water 
sorvv,  ,  a,„l  tl,e„  turned  off  anu-ng  tl.e  roek.s  „n 
the  lett  liaud,  to  take  the  jwrtage. 

These    portages   are  an.ong   the  tro.d.leson.e 
fleliglits  of  a  journey  in  tlie  wihleriiess.     To  the 
ffuides  they  mean  hard   work,  for  cve.ytliin- 
mehuln.g  the   hoats,  must   bo  carried  on   thetr 
hacks.     The  march  of  tlie  canoes  on  (lr^  land  is 
a  .'.mous  sight.     Andrew  MarveJI  des<.ril,e,l  it 
two  hundred  years  ago  when  he  was  poetizin- 
hesule  the  little  river  Wliarft  in  Yorksliire  :-° 
"Ami  now  the  salmoii-fisliera  iiinist 
Th.'ir  luatliiTii  Ijimt.s  Iji-k!,,  t„  |,„i,,t, 
Anrl  (ike  aBitijHMk'H  in  sliocs 
Havi.  ahiid  thciir  heads  in  tlw^ir  raiiocs, 
lIoM  tnrtnise-iike.  but  none  »o  slow, 
Tliese  rational  anipliihii  po  .'  " 

I?ut  the  s],ortsman  carries  nothing,  except  per- 
haps Ins  gun,  or  his  rod,  or  his  photographic 
«m,era;  and  so  for  l,in,  the  portage  is  only  a 
pleasant  o,,portunity  to  stretch  in's  legs,  cran.pe.l 
l>y  sitting  in  the  canoe,  and  to  renew  his  ac- 
qnamtance  with  the  ,,retty  things  that  arc  in  the 
woods. 

VVe  sauntered  along  the  trail,  Damon  and  I 
as  ,f  school  were  out  an.l  would  never  keep' 
agan,.  How  fresh  and  tonic  the  forest  seemed 
as  we  plunge,]  into  its  hath  of  shade.  There 
were  our  old  friends  the  cedars,  with  their  roots 
twisted  across  the  path  ;  and  the  white  birches 
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so  trim  in  youth  ami  .,o  shaggy  i,,  a-e  ;  and  tho 
sociable  8j)n.ces  and  balsams,  crowding  close 
together,  and  interlacing  their  arms  overhead. 
There  were  tlu^  little  springs,  trickling  through 
the  moss;  and  the  sli,.,,cry  logs  laid  across  the 
marshy  places;  and  the  fallen  trees,  cut  in  two 
and  pushed  aside,  — for  this  was  a  niuch-trav- 
elled  portage. 

Around  the  open  spaces,  the  tall  nicadow-nic 
stood  dressed  in  robes  of  fairy  wliite  and  green. 
The  blue  banners  of  t\xeflcm--de-lU  were  planted 
beside  the  springs.     I„  shady  corners,  deeper  in 
the  wood,  the  fragrant  pyrola  lifted  its  scape  of 
clustering  bells,  like  a  lily  of  the  valley  wan- 
dered  to  the  forest.     When  we  came  to  the  cn<l 
of  the  portage,  a  perfume  like  that  of  cyclamens 
m  Tyrolean  meadows  welcomed  us,  and  search- 
ing among  the  loose  grasses  by  the  water-side 
we  found  the  exquisite  purple  si)ikes  of  the  Ics- 
ser  fringed  orchis,  loveliest  and  most  ethereal  of 
all  the  woodland  flowers  save  one.     And  what 
one  is  that?     Ah,  my  friend,  it  is  your  own 
particular   favourite,    the   iiower,    by   whatever 
name  you  call   it,  that  you  pluck...!   long  ago 
when  you  were  walking  in  the  forest  with  yom 
sweetheart,  — 

"  Im  wniidprschonen  Monat  Mai 
Ala  ulle  Kiiuspeii  spnmjjtn.'' 

We  kunched  our  canoes  again  on  the  great 
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pool  at  the  foot  ot  the  first  fall,  —  a  broad 
sweep  of  water  a.  mile  long  and  half  a  mile  wide, 
full  of  eddies  and  strong  currents,  and  covered 
with  drifting  foam.  There  was  tlio  old  camp- 
ground on  the  point,  where  I  had  tented  so 
often  with  my  lady  Gruy^own,  fishing  for  oua- 
naniche,  the  famous  land-lo(tked  salmon  of  Lake 
St.  John.  Ar.d  there  were  the  big  fish,  showing 
their  back  fins  as  they  circled  lazily  around  in 
the  eddies,  as  if  they  were  waiting  to  play  with 
us.  But  the  goal  of  our  day's  journey  was 
miles  away,  and  we  swept  along  with  the  stream, 
now  through  a  rush  of  quick  water,  boiling  and 
foaming,  now  through  a  still  jilace  like  a  lake, 
now  through 

"  Fairy  crowds 
Of  blandB,  that  together  lie, 
As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  eveniug  clouds." 

The  beauty  of  the  shores  was  infinitely  varied, 
and  unspoiled  by  any  sign  of  the  presence  of 
man.  We  met  no  company  except  a  few  king- 
fishers, and  a  pair  of  gulls  who  had  come  up 
from  the  sea  to  spend  the  summer,  ami  a  large 
flock  of  wild  du<  ks,  which  the  guides  call  "  Bet- 
seys," as  if  they  were  all  of  the  gentler  sex.  In 
such  a  big  family  of  girls  wa  supposed  that  a 
few  would  not  be  missed,  and  Damon  bagged 
two  of  the  tenderest  for  our  supper. 
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In  the  still  water  at  the  m,„,th  of  the  Rivi.-.re 
Mistook,  just  above  the  Jiapi.l,.  ,,,x  rv  I 

-nt„,ho..eo„a,ovelJiZu:X 
our  first  canii,  a,ul  cook  our  .liuner      I 

jTj>  sketch  our  .ue„  as  t..,a:::;:i..^i: 

Tljey  are  all  F.^neh  Cana.Iians  „f  „„,„,•,,,! 
•'100,1,  descendants  of  the  „.en  who  cau.eTo  W 

.     ■^«"'"ianrl  l^arou.-lie  IS  our  (■/,(./•_ 

there  must  be  a  head  i„  evory  , arty  for  ,le:^.ko 
of  harmony -ami  his  assistant  is  his      ot. 

"^ches  tall,  but  every  i„,.h  of  hin,  is  .,„,o  vin, 

with  prudence  enough  to  ballist  l,w 

-•  afair  cook,  wm.  pk  ~        /'rg; 

which  IS  wanting  in  the  ordiLveooI^Tcf 
"erce-good  humour.  Always"  jokin.  X 
tl."g,   singing,  he  brings  the  ,.tm  sph,:;   o   " 

deliffhf  nj;  „ii   *i      1    „       I"*"  "'•' ""'"f  to  the 

<ieligbt  of  all  the  balls  and  weddings  tI,rou..h 
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ll<.  cmintry-si  .1' :  iiiid  lie  ,.i':ik»  Kiiglis;i  to  tin- 
admiration  iuiil  riivy  "f  tlio  otlirr  guicU'a.  Hut 
liku  all  iiion  of  j;cMiii»  lie  is  iiiodust  about  liis 
iU'ciiiiii)lislnnciits.  "Ill  not  spik  j,'(ioil  irEn<;li!ih 
—  li'onK'  for  eani|i  — ii-iliin',  cookiii',  <llie  voyage 
— h'all  lUiosu  t'iugs."  Tlu,'  aspiratus  [mzzle  liiin. 
Ill'  can  get  tliiongli  a  slash  of  fallen  timber 
more  easily  than  a  si'ntencc  full  of  "this"  anil 
■  that."  Sometimes  he  expresses  his  meaning 
jueerly.  He  was  telling  nic  once  about  his 
fuini,  "  not  far  otT  liere,  in  dlie  l{iviere  an 
Coehon,  river  of  dlie  pig,  you  call  "im.  HI  am 
;i  willow,  got  five  sons,  t'ree  of  dliem  are  girls." 
Hilt  he  usually  ends  by  falling  back  into  French, 
svhieh,  he  assures  you,  you  sjieak  to  perfection, 
•'much  better  than  the  Canadians;  the  French 
!if  Paris  in  short  —  M'sieu'  has  been  in  Paris?  " 
■<iich  courtesy  is  burn  in  the  blood,  and  is  irre- 
sistible. You  cannot  help  returning  the  compli- 
ment and  iissuriiig  him  that  his  English  is 
remarkable,  good  enough  for  all  practical  jmr- 
[>oses,  better  than  any  of  the  other  guides  can 
speak.      And  so  it  is. 

Francois  is  a  little  tuller,  a  little  thinner, 
ind  considerably  (luieter  than  Ferdinand.  He 
lauflis  h)yally  at  his  brotlicr's  jokes,  and  sings 
the  res])onse  to  his  soi  i  and  wields  a  good 
second  paddle  in  the  cam; 

Jeau  —  commonly  callei    Johnny  —  Morel  is 
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a  tiill.  slic.i,;;  n,.„i  <,f  (ifn,  with  a  hush^i  ml 
l'«i'-.l  tlut  wo„M  ,!>.  ,.,v,lit  U,  a  i.initu.  Hut 
whin  ,v„ii  Ic.k  iit  hhii  more  tlowly,  you  hvv 
tl-i't  h..  has  a  r'  ar.  Uiii.l  Uno  ...v.:  a".„l  a  m„.t 
l'oiu;.st,  fnuiidly  tacu  iiii.Ier  l,i.s  „l,„„.l,  i,„t.  U^ 
lias  tiavclh'.!  th.N,  woo,ls  ...ul  waters  for  thirty 
v.  ars,  so  tliMt  h(.  Unows  tiio  way  thro..-h  lh,n, 
h.v  a  tlmusa.iil  familiar  si;,  ,s  as  w,.|l  as  you 
Know  tiie  streets  of  the  city.  II,.  is  oui  i.ath- 
fiiulvr. 

The  bow  j>a(hlJo  in  his  canop  is  hehl  by  his 
son  Joseph,  a  hul  not  quite  fifteen,  but  aheady 
as  tall,  and  ahuost  as  stiong  as  a  man.     •■  He 
is   yet  of   the   youth,"    said    Johnny,  "and    he 
knows  not  the  affairs  of  tlie  ean.p.     Tliis  trip 
IS  for  him   the  Hrst  — it  is  his  selmol  — but  I 
hope  he  will  content  you.      He  is  ;;ood,  M'sieu-, 
and  of  th..  .strongest  for  his  a-e.      I  have  edu- 
eatcd  already  two  sous  in  the  bow  of  my  eanoe. 
The  oldest  has  -one  to  J>,  „„.■.,//,■„„;,•  ;  he  peels 
the  baik  there  for  the  tannin;;  of  leatlier.     The 
second  li.id  the  misfortune  (,f  bieakii-  his  h.g, 
so  that  he  ean  no  hm-er  knixd  to  iiaihll...      ife 
has  des<rnded  to  the  making  of  simes.     Joseph 
IS  my  third  impil.     Ami  I  have  still  a  vouu^r,,,. 
one  at  home  waiting  to  eo„,e  into  my  school." 

A  touch  af  family  life  like  that  is  always  re- 
freshing,  and  doubly  so  in  the  wilderness. "  For 
what  IS  fatherhood  at  its  best,  everywhere,  but 
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the  training  of  good  men  to  tike  tlip  tonclH'r'!' 
place  wlicn  liis  work  \*  iloiic '.'  Sotni"  day,  wIhmi 
Jolinuy'H  rlicnniiitisni  has  made  hU  joints  a  litll<' 
gtifffr  and  his  cyt's  have  lost  soim-tliiiig  of  their 
ki'i^niiess,  ho  will  he  wielding  tlie  second  j>addle 
in  the  hoat,  and  going  out  only  on  the  short  and 
easy  trips.  It  will  he  yonng  Josejih  that  steers 
tlio  canoe  through  the  dangerous  i)liiees,  and 
carries  tlic  heaviest  load  over  tlie  iH)rtage»,  and 
leads  the  way  on  tlie  long  journeys. 

It  has  taken  i-.ie  longer  to  deserilie  our  men 
than  it  took  them  to  prepare  our  frugal  meal : 
a  pot  of  tea,  tlie  woodsman's  favourite  drink,  (I 
never  knew  a  good  guide  that  would  not  go 
without  whiskey  rather  than  without  tea.)  a 
few  slices  of  toast  and  juicy  rashers  of  hacon. 
a  kettle  of  boiled  ])ot;itoes,  and  a  relish  of 
crackers  and  cheese.  We  were  in  a  hurry  to 
\>e  off  for  an  afternoon's  fishing,  three  or  four 
miles  down  the  river,  at  tlie  He  Maligne. 

The  island  is  well  named,  for  it  is  the  most 
perihius  place  on  the  river,  and  has  a  record  of 
disaster  and  death.  The  scattered  waters  of 
the  Discharge  are  drawn  together  here  into 
one  deep,  narrow,  powerful  stream,  flowing  he- 
tween  gloomy  shores  of  granite.  In  mid-channel 
the  wicked  island  shows  its  scarred  and  hristling 
head,  like  a  giant  ready  to  dispute  the  passage. 
The  river  rushes  straight  at  the  rocky  brow, 
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Hplit-  into  l«„  .uiT.iits,  ami  raws  iiway  „„  l,„tl, 
"l.l.'s  «(  lli,.  i,laii,l  ill  a<l..iil.lu  rliaii.  ,',i  fu,i„ii.t 
falls  ami  laiiiils. 

In   tlitsu  «il,l  waters  w,.  fisi,,,!  ,vitli  imni.ns.. 
'l<'li-lit  and  fail-  sii.mtvs,  snaniMiir..  .1.,hii  an...,,.. 
III.'  1.,,;.,.  ......I<s  aloii-  thr  slioiv,  an.l  joinill;;  tC 

•Mitnmnt  of  an  Ali,ii,,.  rliiiil)  will,  the  phui.l 
plrasnros  of  ansliiijf.  At  nightfall  ive  weir  at 
liinne  again  in  oni-  eiiinp,  with  half  a  sooie  of 
ou.iiiaiiiuli,.,  uvi^liiiiij  from  one  to  four  pounds 
fUdh. 

Our  next  (lav's  joiinicv  was  long  and  vaii«. 
Rated.      A  portage  of  a  mile  or   two  across  the 
He  d'Aliiia.  witli  a  eart  to  haul  our  eanoes  ami 
stuff,  hrought  ns  to  the  Little  Diseharge,  down 
whi.h    w,.    Hoated    for  a   litth^    way,   ami    then 
hauled   through  the  village  of  St.  .Joseph  to  the 
f<M)t  of  the  Carcajou,  „r  Wildcat  Falls.     A  mile 
of  <iuiek  water  was  .so,)ii  passed,  and  wc  came  to 
the  jiiiietioii   of  the    Little    Discharge   with  tile 
(iraml   Disiharge  at  the  point  where  the  pietur- 
es(pie  eluh-hous..  stands  in  a  grove  of  hirehes  he- 
side  the  l)ig  Vache  C'aille  I'alls.     It  is  lively  work 
crossing  the  po,.l  here,  when  the  water  is  high 
ami  the  canoe,  are  heavy  :  hut  we  went  through 
the  labouring  seas  safely,  and  landed  some  dis- 
tance helow,  at  the  head  of  the  Kapide  Gervais, 
to  eat  our  lunch.     The  water  was  too  rough  to 
run  down  with  loaded  boats,  so  Damon  aud  I  had 
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to  walk  about  tlnv..  ".il.s  al,.,,,.  the  river-bank, 
wiillu  th,.  .,n.„  w,.|,t  ,lown  with  thr  ,.a„„e.s 

_  Om  .,,„..  „ylK:s!,l.tl..,..],i,ls,Da,„o,.'.„olo. 
j;./-<l,lM>,l„,j,tl,..,na,ks„fa„..|..„t^la,.k.,.:^,„.., 

"ts  •>!  ..„,,-„„..  an.l  ,,„>.k,,,  „f  .sa,„l  full  „f  ;„. 

..„t,.sMnal  ,;„,„,..  a,„l  s,,...ks  „f  .„,,|  ,,,,^,,^,, 
fn.,n  ll„.  j,n„„t,v,.  .-rauit..  ;  au.l  I  lisl„.,l,  piHc 
>»J^  "1>  a  l-ai,.  of  oua„a„i..l,..  i„  loa,n-oovo,....l 
'"">1<^  "mans  th..  ,.oc.ks.     Tl,o  swift  water  was 

almost  ,.ass..,l  wi...u  we  .,uba,lu..I  a^ain  a.,d  ran 
«l<'»;"tl„.  lastslolK.:ntoaionJ^.,^,,,wate.• 
_  !..■  >l.o.rs.  at  li,sl  l,ol,l  a„,l  .■ou.h,  ,overe.l 
wnl.  .l..„s..  ,l„ekets  of  se..o,„l-.,,„vtl,  ti„,ber, 
now  b,.,.a,„e  smooth^.,.  a,„l  i„o,v  f^.,,,'],,  s^,..,^ 
Um-,.,1  la., us,  with  s,jua,v,  uupaint,.,!  houses,  ai',,1 
|':.^.that,.|,.,|  ba,.us,l.e.au  to  m..,i.  „,er  the 
"  ^  to.va.,1  tW  .ive,..  There  was  a  hamlet, 
'.'lle,l  .St   (  ha,les,  with  a  „ule  little  ,hurch  a.ul 

;Y™"i'au,Ieofloos.      Thee„,v., e.l  iu  .leeeut 

M.eka,..l«va,.,uj,a,allsilkl,atoftI.evi,,tage 

"V        ;  ",".  '•"  ""■  ^■"""''''  "f  '-  '■•""   1'--^^ 
l'yte,3,  look,,,.-  ,h,wu   upou   us.  lih,.  an  i,ua..e 

ot   l.n.,u-,ety    .suuli,,.-  at    ]!ohe,uia„isn,.      O,!,;, 

c.;ait  ai.,,c.Mv.l   ou   the   rivw.     A  ,„a„  a,. s 

w.Je  l.a,l.Il,„.  a„  ol,l  ,h,..  ,;,t.  uith  half  a  .1„,.,.„ 

J'lnMreu  paeke.l    iu  au,i,ls!.I,,s  :   a   .-.ew   of  1„,„. 

'''•""™'   "'    -    -b-,,.„ose,l    l,at,.a.,,  i.i..ki„.  up 

stiyhpah,,,.   ,Uha,.ks.a..o„,,l„„f  L,; 
JoaUs  ol  youug  ,„.„,,I^.  ,,.t;„„;„„  „„,,,  ii,   ,•,„„,   .^ 
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holiday  visit ;  a  iiaity  -I 
bottoniiiil  sUilT  ;  all  tlic 
was  ill  eviilini'i'  mi  the 
if  we  hiul  lii'i'ii  "  ill  tlif 


■oi'rn-\>icljers  in  a  fliit- 
lilV  of  the  country-side 
■vfi-.  We  felt  quite  as 
swim"  of  society,  wlii'ii 
at  Iciigtli  wc  readied  the  l«)iiit  where  tlie 
Hiviere  des  Amies  came  tmiililili-  down  a 
Imndied-foot  ladder  of  hioUcii  Idack  rocUs. 
Tlicrc  we  pitched  our  tents  in  a  strip  of  m.'adow 
liy  tlie  watcr-siih',  where  we  could  liave  the 
sound  of  the  falls  for  a  slumliei-song  all  night 
and  tlie  whole  river  for  a  liath  at  sunrise. 

A  sparlding  draught  of  crystal  weather  was 
poured    into    our   stirrui)-cup    in    tlie    niorinng, 
as  we  set  out  for  a  <lrive  of  fifteen  miles  a<'ross 
country  to  the  Kiviere  a   lOurs,  a  trihutaiy  ..f 
the  crooked,  uniuivigalile  river  of  Alders.     'I'he 
canoes  and  luggage  w.'ie  loaded  on  a  couple  of 
cliurrrtli's,    kv    two-whecU-d    carts.     Ihit  for  us 
and  the  guides  there  were  two  ,ji,iit,r-i-oiirs,  thti 
tyjiieal  veirudes  of  the  century,  as  <-liaiaetcristie 
of  Canada  as  the  carriole  is  of  Norway.     It  is  a 
two-seated  bueklioard.  drawn  l.y  one  lioise,  and 
the  hack  seat  is  covered  with  a  hood  llUe  an  old- 
fashioned  jioke  bonnet.     Tlie  road  is  of  clay  and 
always  rutty.     It    runs  level   for  a   wliile.  and 
then  jumps  up  a    teep  ridge  and  down  again,  or 
into  a  deep  gu'.'  •  r.nd  out  ag.iin.     The  hMUml's 
idea  of  good   driving   is   to   h^t  his  liorse  slide 
down  the  hill  and  gaUop  up.     This  imparts  a 
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spasmodic  ijualit}'  to  tlie  motion,  like  Carlyle'a 

Stvll!. 

The  iiiitive  Ikiusch  are  stnuiij  along  the  roiiil. 
The  imiileni  patteiu  has  a  eoiivex  angle  in  tlie 
loiif,  and  (hnini  r-\vindo\v»  ;  it  is  a  nistie  adap- 
laticiM  of  the  Mansard.  The  anticjue  pattern, 
wlileh  is  far  more  pietnres(nie,  has  a  coneave 
enrve  in  the  roof,  and  the  eaves  project  like  eve- 
hrows,  shailing  tlie  Hatness  of  the  faee.  Paint  is 
a  rarity.  Tlie  prevailing  eoloiir  is  the  soft  gray 
(if  weather-I>eateu  wood.  Sometimes,  in  the 
better  class  of  houses,  a  gallery  is  built  across 
the  front  and  around  one  side,  and  a  scpiare  of 
garden  is  fenced  in,  with  dahlias  and  hollyhocks 
and  marigolds,  and  perhaps  a  struggling  rose- 
bush, and  usually  a  snuiU  patch  of  tobacco  grow- 
ing in  one  corner.  Once  in  a  long  while  yon 
may  see  a  balni-of -Gilead  tree,  or  a  clump  of 
sapling  poplars,  planted  near  the  door. 

How  nuuh  better  it  would  have  been  if  the 
farmer  had  left  a  few  of  the  noble  forest-trees  to 
shade  his  house.  l?ut  then,  when  the  farmer 
came  into  the  wilderness  he  was  not  a  farmer, 
he  was  first  of  all  a  woodchopper.  He  regarded 
the  forest  as  a  stubborn  enemy  in  possession 
of  his  land.  He  attacked  it  with  fire  and  axe 
and  exterminated  it,  instead  of  keeping  a  few 
captives  to  hold  their  green  inubrellas  over 
his  head  when  at  last  his  grain  fields  should  be 
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smiling   aronn.l    l,l,„  and   ho   slionl.l  sit  down 
on  lus  .looistej)  to  snmlce  a  pipe  of  Imnu-.-ioun 
tiibaceo. 

In  tlie  tinir.  of  a,1v,.,sity  ono  sImiiM  proi.are 
f<..'  prosperity.  I  fa,„.y  (lin,.  arr  z  g„,„;  .„any 
l)oo|^o  un.'ons,.iousIy  ,,.,„,,ti„^,  tlie  niislako  of 
the  Canadian   farmer  — ,.|,Mppi„fj  ,I(mn   all  the 

native  growths  of  lif...  elcariny  the  nr„ ,f  ,,]] 

the  useless  pietty  tlliu.^'s  that  seem  to  eumber 
It  saerifioin-  everything  to  utility  an,l  sueeess. 
"  e  fell  till,  last  -reen  tree  for  the  sake  of  mis- 
"IS  an  ex(,a  hill  of  i.otatoes ;  anil  never  sti>i>  to 
thinh  what  an  n-ly,  barren  plaee  we  niav  have 
to  sit  in  while  we  eat  tlie.n.  The  iilea'ls,  the 
attaehn.ents  — yes.  even  the  ilreanis  of  youth  are 
worth  savin-  K„,.  the  artiHeial  tastes  with 
which  a-e  tries  to  make  fjooil  their  loss  grow 
very  slowly  anil  east  l.ut  a  slemler  shade. 

Most  of  the  Canaillaii  farm-houses  have  their 
ovens  out-of-doois.  ^\'e  saw  them  everywhere  ■ 
ronmled  ediliees  of  elay,  raised  on  a  foundation 
of  lo-s.  and  usually  eovered  with  a  pointed 
roof  of  hoards.  They  looked  like  little  family 
chapels  — ai,d  so  they  were  ;  shrines  where  the 
ritual  of  th..  -ood  housewife  was  eelel.r.-ited.  and 
tl'e  gif.  of  daily  l„ead,  havin-  l„.eu  honestly 
earned,  was  thankfully  reeeived. 

At  one  house  we  iiotieed  a  eiiiMous  fragment 
of  domestie   eoonomy.      Half   a   pig   was   siis- 
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peiuliMl  oviT  the  cliiiiini'V,  ami  the  smoke  ,:f  the 
siiiuiiuT  lire  was  turned  t-.;  iceoiiiit  in  eiirinj^  tlie 
winter's  meat.  I  guess  tlie  eliildi'en  of  that  fam- 
ily hud  a  peculiar  fondness  for  the  parental  roof- 
tree.  We  saw  them  ■■"..dsiui;  miid-pies  in  the 
road,  and  imagined  that  tliey  louUed  lovingly 
nji  at  the  ))endent  porker,  outlined  against 
the  sky,  —  a  sign  of  proudse,  prophetie  of 
bacon. 

About  noon  the  road  passed  beyond  the  region 
of  habitation  into  a  l)arren  land,  where  blue- 
berries were  thi^  only  eroj),  and  partri<lges  tool; 
the  plaee  of  I'hickvns.  Through  this  rolling 
gravelly  plain,  sparsely  wooded  ami  glowing  with 
the  tall  magenta  bloom  of  the  fireweed,  we  drove 
towaril  the  mountains,  until  the  road  went  to 
s<'ed  and  we  eouhl  follow  itnohuiger.  Then  we 
took  to  the  water  and  began  to  jxile  our  eanoos 
up  the  Hiver  of  the  IVai-.  It  was  a  clear,  amber- 
coloured  stream,  not  more  than  ten  or  fifteen 
yards  wide,  running  swift  and  strong,  over  beds 
of  sand  and  rnumled  pebbles.  The  canois 
went  wallowing  and  jdunging  uj)  the  narrow 
idiannel,  between  thick  banks  of  alders,  like 
clumsy  sea-monsters.  All  the  grace  with  which 
they  move  under  the  strokes  of  the  padillc.  in 
large  waters,  was  gone.  They  looked  uiu'outh 
and  predatory,  lii;e  a  .-.air  of  seals  that  I  on(u; 
saw  swinuuing  far  up  the  river  Restigoiu'lio  in 
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chaHe  of  fish.  From  tlii'  bow  of  jaeli  faiiof  the 
lilIulii.^-Ilct  stuck  out  as  a  syuiliol  of  ikstnu'tioii 
—  aftiT  tlie  fashion  of  the  Dutch  achniral  who 
iiaih'd  a  lirooiu  to  liis  masthead,  liiit  it  would 
have  beeu  imix.ssible  to  swcu']!  the  trout  out  of 
that  little  river  hy  any  fair  luethoil  of  au.i;liui;, 
for  there  were  luillious  of  them  ;  not  hii-e,  but 
lively,  aud  brilliant,  and  fat;  th.y  leaiud  in 
every  bend  of  the  stream.  We  trailed  our  flies, 
and  made  quick  easts  here  aud  there,  as  we  went 
along.  It  was  fishing  on  the  wing.  And  when 
we  pitched  our  tents  in  a  Inirry  at  nightfall  on 
the  low  shore  of  Lae  Sale,  among  the  bushe.- 
where  firewood  was  scarce  and  there  were  nc 
sapins  for  the  beds,  we  were  comforted  for  thr 
poorness  of  the  oanii)-grouud  by  the  e.\celleuce 
of  the  trout  supper. 

It  was  a  bitter  cold  night  for  August.  There 
was  a  skin  of  ice  on  the  water-i)ail  at  daybreak. 
We  were  glad  to  be  up  aud  away  for  an  early 
start.  The  river  grew  wilder  and  more  diffi- 
cult. There  were  rai)ids,  and  ruined  dams  built 
by  the  huubermen  years  ago.  At  these  places 
the  trout  were  larger,  and  so  plentiful  that  it 
was  easy  to  hook  two  at  a  cast.  It  came  on  to 
rain  furiously  while  we  weij  eating  our  lunch. 
But  we  did  not  seem  to  mind  it  any  more  than 
the  fish  dill.  '  [•■•re  and  there  the  river  was  mm- 
pletely  blocked  b\  fallen  trees.  The  guides 
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called  it  hotultev,  "coikeil,"  and  leaped  out 
gayly  into  the  water  with  their  axes  to  "un- 
cork" it.  We  passed  tlu'ougli  some  pretty  lakes, 
unknown  to  the  nuii>-niakers,  and  arrived,  hefore 
sundown,  at  tlie  Lake  of  the  Hear,  wliere  we 
were  to  spend  a  couple  of  days.  Tlie  lake  was 
full  of  floating-  logs,  and  the  water,  raised  by 
tlie  heavy  rains  and  the  operations  of  tliu  luni- 
herraen,  w.ia  several  feet  above  its  usual  level. 
Nature's  landing-places  were  all  blotted  out, 
and  we  had  to  explore  halfway  around  the  shore 
before  we  coiUd  get  out  comfortably.  We  raised 
the  tents  on  a  small  shoulder  of  a  hill,  a  few 
ro<ls  above  the  water;  and  a  glorious  camp-fire 
of  birch  h)gs  soon  made  us  forget  our  misery 
as  thougli  it  had  not  been. 

Tlie  name  of  the  Lake  of  the  BeautifiJ  Trout 
made  us  desire  to  visit  it.  The  portage  was  said 
to  be  only  fifty  acres  long  (the  arpcnt  is  the 
popular  measure  of  distance  here),  but  it  passed 
over  a  ridge  of  newly  burned  land,  and  was  so 
entangled  witli  ruined  woods  and  desolate  of 
birds  and  flowers  tliat  it  seemed  to  us  at  1.  ast 
five  miles.  The  lake  was  charming  —  a  sheet 
of  singularly  clear  water,  of  a  pale  green  tinge, 
surrounded  by  wooded  hills.  In  the  translucent 
depths  trout  and  pike  liv.  together,  but  whether 
in  peace  or  not  I  cannot  tell.  Both  of  them 
grow   to   an   enormous  size,  but  the  pike   are 
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larger  and  have  inore  cajiacious  jaws.  One  of 
tlicm  lnoko  iny  tacklr  ami  wnit  off  witli  a  sil 

viT  sjiooii  ill  his  utii,  as  if  liu  liad  bcoii  bom 

to  it.  Of  course  tlio  yiiiiles  vowed  tliat  tliey 
•saw  him  a.s  lio  j.a.ssid  uikIoi'  tlie  caiio.',  and 
(K'cdaiod  that  lio  nmst  wcigli  thirty  or  forty 
pounds.  Tlie  spectaclos  of  regret  always  mag- 
nify. 

The  trout  were  eoy.  We  took  <mly  five  of 
theni,  perfect  specimens  of  the  true  SnlrrVuiiiH 
f'uiitiimlii,  with  square  tails,  and  carniiiie  spots 
on  their  dark,  mottled  sides;  the  largest  wei'died 
three  iiounds  and  three-quarters,  aiul  the  others 
were  almost  as  heavy. 

On  our  w.ay  back  to  the  camp  we  found  the  iiort- 
age  beset  by  innumerable  and  bloodthirsty  foes. 
There  are  four  grades  of  insect  malignity  in  the 
woods.  The  mildest  is  represented  by  the  winged 
idiot  that  John  Burroughs'  little  boy  called  a 
"blunderhead."  He  dances  stupidly  before 
your  face,  as  if  lost  in  admiration,  and  finishes 
his  pointless  tale  by  getting  in  your  eye.  or  down 
your  throat.  The  next  grade  is  reincscnted  by 
the  midges.  "  Hite  'em  no  see  'em,"  is  the  In- 
dian name  f(u-  these  invisible  atoms  of  animated 
pcl)|)er  which  setth'  upon  you  in  the  twilight 
and  make  your  skin  burn  like  fire.  But  their 
hour  is  brief,  and  when  they  (lei)art  they  leave 
uot  a  bump  beliinu.  One  step  lower  in  tlie 
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scale  wc  find  the  iii'is(;nito,  or  ratliiT  ho  fiiiils 
IIS  anil  niaki'S  his  |.i>isoiiiMl  niai'lc  ii|ii:m  <iiir 
skin.  Ihit  al't.r  all,  lii'  lias  his  ^'ikkI  i|iialitii's. 
Tlio  inosiiiiito  is  a  jjcntlcnianly  i>ii'atc.  Ho  rar- 
rii'S  his  wi'aiion  upoiily,  niid  j^ives  notici;  of  an 
attack,  lie  ivs|wts  the  ilccciieios  of  life,  iinil 
lines  lint  stiiki'  lielow  tile  licit,  or  creep  ilowii 
llie  hack  of  your  neck.  Hut  tho  black  fly  is  at 
tlie  liottoin  of  the  moral  scale.  He  is  an  un- 
iiiiti;;ateil  riifflan,  the  plug-ugly  of  the  wooils. 
He  hioks  like  a  tiny,  iinniature  housu-Hy,  with 
white  leys,  as  if  he  iiinst  be  innoeeiit.  Hut,  in 
fact,  he  crawls  like  a  serpent  anil  bites  like  a 
ilog.  No  portion  of  the  human  frame  is  sacreil 
from  his  greed.  He  takes  liis  pound  of  flesh 
aiivwhcre,  and  does  not  scriiiile  to  take  the 
lilood  with  it.  As  a  rule  you  can  defend  your- 
self, to  some  degree,  against  him,  by  wearing  u 
head-net,  tying  your  sleeves  around  your  wrists 
and  your  trousers  around  your  ankles,  and 
anointing  yourself  with  grease,  Havouied  with 
pennyroyal,  (or  wliich  cleanly  and  honest  scent 
lie  has  a  eiiarse  aversion.  I'mt  souietiines,  espe- 
cially on  burned  land,  about  the  middle  of  a 
warm  afternoini,  when  a  rai".  is  threatening, 
the  hordi^  of  black  fliiw  descend  in  force  and 
fury  knowing  tliat  tlieir  time  is  short.  Then 
there  is  no  escape.  Suits  of  chain  armour,  Nu- 
bian ointments  of  far-sinel'iing  potency,  would 
2(Xi 


not  «av<!  you.  Y(..i  iiiiisl  ilo  as  our  •jnidi's  ilii] 
on  tlic  iwitage,  »'.:!i;iiit  to  fati'  .nil  WiilU  aloii;;  in 
heroic  sileiico,  like  Maico  Ho/zaiis.  ••l.lui'ilin;; 
at  ewiy  i)ore,"—  or  as  Damon  and  I  dl,!,  Iik  ak 
into  ejaculations  and  a  run,  milJI  you  reach  a 
phice  where  you  can  lijrht  a  siuuilj,'c  and  lioli; 
your  hc:i<l  over  it. 

"  And  yet,"  said  my  conu'ade,  as  we  sat  couili 
injj  and  nddiing  oiu'  eyes  in  the  painfid  slid 
ter  of  the  Hniokc,  '•  tlicro  arc  worse  trials  than 
this  in  the  civili/cd  districts:  social  enmities, 
and  newspajicr  scandals,  and  religious  p<'rsciMi- 
tions.     Tin-  blackest  fly  I  ever  .saw  is  the  li.v- 

erend "  luit  here  his  voice  was  tortunatily 

choked  by  a  fit  of  coughing. 

A  couph'  of  wandcrin<;  Indians — descendants 
of  the  Moiildr/iiiiis,  on  wliose  hunting  domain 
we  were  travelling  —  drojipcd  in  at  our  camp 
that  night  as  we  sat  around  the  fire.  They  gave 
us  the  latest  news  about  the  ])ortages  on  our 
furthei-  journey ;  lion-  far  they  had  been  blocked 
with  fallen  trees,  and  vjiethcv  tITe  water  wa« 
iiigh  or  low  in  the  rivers  — just  as  a  visitor  at 
home  would  talk  about  the  elfcet  of  the  strikc- 
on  the  .stock  market,  and  the  prosp.cts  of  tin- 
newest  organiz:iti(!M  of  the  non-voting  classes  for 
the  overthrow  of  Taminan;,  :iall.  Every  phase 
of  civilization  or  barbaiism  creates  its  own  con- 
versational currency.  The  weather,  like  the 
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oil!  Spnnisli  dollar,  is  the  onlj'  ooiii  that  pnaftcii 
ivcrywIicTC. 

But  our  Iiiilinns  iliil  not  carry  nuuOi  diimll 
c'hiiii;,'o  iilioHt  thi'iii.  Tlu'y  were  diiiU.  silent 
eliaps,  soon  talked  out :  and  then  they  »;it  snek- 
ing  their  i)ii)es  before  tlie  fire,  (as  diinili  as  their 
own  wooden  otJigies  in  front  of  a  tobaeecniiat'ii 
shop,)  until  the  spirit  moved  th.^ni,  and  they 
vanished  in  thi'ir  eanoe  down  the  dark  lake. 
Onr  own  gnides  wer('  very  different.  They  were 
as  fall  of  conversatiiHi  as  a  sprnee-tree  is  of  pnni. 
When  all  shallower  themes  were  exhawsted  they 
wonld  discourse  of  bears  an<l  eanoes  and  lumber 
and  fish,  forever.  After  Damon  and  1  liad  left 
the  flro  and  rolled  ourselves  in  the  blankets 
in  our  own  tent,  we  eould  hear  the  men  goin;; 
on  and  on  with  their  simple  jests  and  endless 
t.ales  of  itdventuro,  until  sleep  drowned  their 
voices. 

It  was  the  sound  of  a  French  chaimoii  that 
woke  ns  early  on  the  morning  of  our  dejiurture 
from  the  Lake  of  the  Hear.  A  gang  of  luuiber- 
iiien  were  bringing  a  lot  of  logs  through  the 
l.'ike.  Half-hidden  in  the  cold  gray  mist  that 
usually  betokens  a  fine  day,  and  wet  to  the  waist 
from  splashing  about  after  their  unwieldy  flock, 
these  rough  fellows  were  singing  at  thcii  work 
as  cheerfully  as  a  party  of  robins  in  a  cherry- 
tree  at  sunrise.  It  was  like  the  miller  and  the 
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*  ■  '  -I'  ■    wli Woiil.HWortli  siiw  Junciui;  iu  tlu-ir 

1)    I  ..        tilt'  Tliitiiifs: 

•■  Thfv  iljiiiif  ii.it  fi,r  iiitt, 
V.'t  lllillr  it  ill,  ir  cl.'f! 
.  !iiiH  |il.sMiiM>  U  HprtMil  r)ii«»i^li  tli(<  I'ttiili 
III  Mm\  KiriH  I..  \k  I'Liiiii.',!  I,,  „|i,«.v,  r  ^li„ll  lin.l 
TliiM  II  ricli  liiviliK-kiii'lii.'iH.  iviliiiiiliiiilly  km. I. 
Muvfii  Jilt  iialiir<-  til  yl;i.!iifHH  aii.l  iiiiilli.'' 

Hilt  iiiir  latfi-  tli()ii){lits(if  the  liihil.ii.iK  II  «|.io 
lint  altinfillifr  ({iiitifiil,  ulii'ii  wr  anivfil  iliai 
ilay,  after  a  iiiili'  nt  |M)itani',  at  tlir  \a.\v  rivii m 
lllaucliu,  ii|Hiii  wliicli  wv  had  I'oiiiitcil  io  float  is 
iliiwii  to  Lai' Trliitaj;ania,  and  t'oiiiid  tint  ih.'V 
hud  Htoh'ii  all  its  water  to  Hoat  their  hijrs  lUmii 
tliu  Lake  iif  the  U<'ar.  The  poor  little  river  was 
a»  dry  as  a  thei>liii.ical  imvel.  Tliere  was  no- 
tllili);  left  of  it  except  tlio  hed  and  the  hmies  ;  it 
was  liku  a  Conneutieut  stream  in  the  iiiiddle  of 
Aii;;ust.  All  its  |iretty  secrets  were  laid  hare  ; 
all  its  mnsio  was  hushed.  The  pools  that  lin- 
gered ainoiiff  the  riM'ks  seemed  like  liig  tears ; 
and  tlie  voice  of  the  forlorn  rivulets  that  'rickled 
in  here  and  tlieii',  seekinj;  the  parent  stream,  was 
a  voice  of  weepinfj  and  complaint. 

For  lis  the  loss  meant  a  hard  day's  work, 
seramlding  over  sli|)|M..|-y  stones,  and  splashiiif,' 
through  piiddKw,  and  forcing  a  way  tlirough  the 
tangled  thickets  on  the  bank,  instead  of  a  (ilea- 
sant  two  hours'  run  on  a  swift  current.  We  ate 
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our  dinner  on  a  »an<ll>:inU  in  wliat  was  once  tlio 
niiddlv  of  a  pivtty  jjoud  ;  and  enti'ivd.  as  tlio 
snu  was  sinking,  a  narrow  wooded  gor^^v  lietwein 
tlie  liil'.s,  conipletidy  flllud  by  a  clriiii  of  small 
lakes,  wliere  travelling  beeanie  easy  and  i>leasant. 
The  steep  shores,  elothed  with  eedar  and  Idaek 
spruce  anil  dark-hluo  fir-trees,  lose  sheer  from 
the  water ;  the  passage  from  lake  to  lake  was  a 
tiny  raj)id  a  fesv  yards  long,  guigling  throngli 
mossy  rocks  ;  at  the  foot  of  the  chain  there  was 
a  longer  rapid,  with  a  portage  beside  it.  We 
emerged  from  the  dense  bush  suddenly  and  found 
ourselves  face  to  face  with  Lake  Tehitagama. 

IIow  the  heart  expands  at  such  a  view  I  Nine 
miles  of  shilling  water  lay  stretched  before  us, 
opening  tliroiigh  the  mountains  that  guar.'  d  it 
oil  both  sides  with  lofty  walls  of  green  and  gray, 
ridge  over  ridge,  point  beyond  point,  until  the 
vista  ended  in 

"  You  orange  aunaut  waning  slow." 

At  a  iiionieut  like  this  one  feels  a  sense  of  exul- 
tation. It  is  a  new  discovery  of  the  joy  of  liv- 
ing. And  yet,  iny  friend  and  I  confessed  to  each 
other,  there  was  a  tinge  of  sadness,  an  inexjili- 
lable  ri'gret  mingled  with  our  joy.  \\'as  it  tiie 
thought  of  how  few  luiniaii  eyes  had  even  seen 
that  h)vely  vision?  Was  it  the  dim  foreboding 
that  we  niiglit  never  seo  it  again?  Who  can 
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explain  ths  secivt  i>atli(w  of  Nature's  loveliness? 
It  is  a  toMfh  „f  n.elan.lmly  inherited  from  our 
■notlier  Kve.  It  is  an  uneonseious  memory  of 
the  lost  Paradise.  It  is  tlie  sens.-  that  even  if 
we  should  find  another  Kden,  «■,■  would  not  be 
fit  to  enjoy  it  |.erferflv.  nor  stay  i,i  it  forever. 

Our  first  camp  on  T.hitaj;amaHas  at  the  sun- 
rise  end  of  the  lake,  in  a  hay  paved  with  snnill 
roiMid  stones.  lai.l  elose  togethor  and  l)e^iteii 
firndy  do«n  l.y  the  waves.  There,  and  alon- 
the  shores  helow,  at  the  mouth  of  a  little  river 
that  foamed  in  over  a  ledf;e  of  -ranite.  and  in 
the  shadow  of  eliffs  of  limestone  and  feldspar, 
we  troll,.,!  an,l  to,)k  many  risli :  pik,.  of  ,.normous' 
size,  fresh-water  sharks.  ,lev,)urers  of  nohl,.r 
gam,.,  fit  only  t,)  kill  an,l  thi-ow  away ;  hu-e  ohl 
tr,mt  of  six  <n-  seven  p,>nnds.  with"  l,r,)a.f  tails 

and  liook..,l  jaws,  fi„e   fi^ht^rs  and   poor  f 1 ; 

stupid,  wi,l,.-uiouth..,l  r\m\--~„i,itu„ihe.  the  In- 
dians eall  them  —  l.iting  at  h,)oks  that  were  not 
baited  for  them;  an,l  best  ,)f  all,  hi-h-bml 
oiiananiehe,  i)leasant  to  eapture  and  ,lelieate  to 
eat. 

Our  see,.nd  ,.amp  was  on  a  samlv  \mmt  at  the 

r""** '"'■  '!"■   lake-afineplaee  for  bath- 

"'f-'-  '""'  ' ^"■"'•^•"t  to  the  ^,il,l   nu'achms  ami 

blneberry  i)atehes,  wher,,.  Damon  went  to  hunt 
forbears.  He  ,li,l  „ot  find  any;  but  om'e  he 
lieard  a  great   noise   'n   th,.   busl 
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thought  was  a  bear ;  and  h«  declared  tliut  he 
got  quite  as  much  exeitenieiit  out  of  it  as  if  it 
had  had  four  legs  aii<l  a  iniutliful  of  teeth. 

He  brought  baek  from  one  of  liis  expeditions 
an  Indian  letter,  wliieh  he  li;id  found  in  a  eleft 
stick  by  the  river.  It  was  a  slii'et  of  l>ireh-b;nk 
with  a  picture  drawn  on  it  in  chari'oal;  five  In- 
dians in  a  canoe  paddling  up  the  river,  and  oiii> 
in  another  canoe  |K)inting  in  another  direetion 
we  read  it  as  a  message  left  by  a  hunting  party, 
telling  their  companions  not  to  go  on  u|)  the 
river,  because  it  was  already  wcuiiied,  but  to 
turn  off  on  a  side  stream. 

There  was  a  sign  of  a  iliffercnt  kind  nailed  to 
an  old  stump  behind  our  cam|).  It  was  tlie  top 
of  a  soap-box,  with  an  inscription  after  this 
fashion : 

AD.  MEYEU  &  li.  I.KVIT 
SoAi'  .Mfrs.  N.  y. 

rAMI'Kn  HK.ltK.  .m.v  IS — 
1  Thoct  \~\  l'<n  Nns.     II  Oi'AN 
anisUks  \S\  I\h  Nr>s.     Onk 

PlKK   147'.   I.IIS. 


: 


There  was  a  combinntion  of  pisc.itorial  pride 
and  mercantile  enterprise  in  this  (|iiinnt  di'viee, 
tliat  toiilvour  fancy.  It  snjjgestcd  alsoa  curious 
ipiestion  of  psycliology  in  ri'gard  to  the  inhibi- 
tory influence  of  horses  and  lisli  n|)oii  thi'lnnnan 
nerve  of  veracity.  We  named  the  place  '•  Point 
Ananias." 
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And  yi't,  in  fact,  it  was  a  wild  and  lonely 
spilt,  and  nut  even  tlic  llcliicw  inscriptiDn  conW 
s|>(iil  till!  sciiso  (if  siilitiiile  that  smroundid  ns 
when  till'  nij;lit  came,  and  the  stoini  liowled 
across  the  lake,  and  the  chukness  eiiciieh'd  iis 
with  a  wall  that  only  seemed  tlie  more  dense  and 
imi>eiietvalih'  as  tlu^  ihTlii;lit  lilazed  and  haped 
within  tlie  hlack  y'nv^. 

'•How  far  away  is  the  nearist  house, 
Jolninv  ?  " 

'*  1  don't  know  :  fiftv  miles,  I  sn])|n>se." 

"And  what  woidd  yoii  do  if  the  canoes  were 
hnrned,  or  if  a  tree  fell  and  smashed  them?  '" 

"  AVel;.  1  d  say  a  Pitli  )•  i\<istvi\  anil  take  liieail 
and  hacon  enonjjli  for  four  days,  and  an  a\e,  and 
)denty  i  "  niatelies,  and  make  a  straight  line 
thron^h  (he  woods,  lint  it  woidd  n't  he  a  joke, 
M'siea",  I  can  tell  yon." 

The   river  I'erilionca,   into   which    Lake  Tchi- 

tai;ania  ilows  wit! t  a  lireak,  is  the  nolilest  of 

all  the  streams  tliat  eniiity  into  Lake  St.  John. 
It  is  said  to  he  more  than  three  Innidved  miles 
lon^-,  and  at  the  month  of  tin'  lake  it  is  per- 
haps  a  thousand  feet  wide,  flowing  with  a  deep, 
still  cnrieiit  thron;,di  the  forest.  The  deail- 
watc-  lasted  for  several  miles  ;  then  the  river 
slo])i'd  into  a  ra]iid,  s]neail  throiif;h  a  net  of 
islands,  and  lir(d<e  over  a  led^'c  in  a  cataract. 
Another  nuiet  stretch  was  followed  hy  another 
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fall,  and  so  on,  alonft  th;,-  •,vli„Ie  course  of  tl». 

11VUI-. 

AVe  ,,asse('.  tlnw  of  tlies,.  falls  in  tlie  first 
.lay  s  voyag..  (l,y  portaovs  so  str,.,,  and  ronjrli 
tliat  an  A<liron(lack  -nidc  would  liave  turned 
gray  at  the  si^d.t  of  them),  and  eaniped  at  ni-ht 
just  heh.w  the  Chute  <lu  Diahle.  wliere  "we 
found  sonu-  ouauani<.he  in  the  foam.  Our  tents 
were  on  an  islet,  and  all  ar.u.nd  we  saw  the 
pnn.eval,  savage  beauty  of  a  worl.l  unnmrre.l 
oy  man. 

The  river  leaped,  shouting,  down  its  double 
•Stan-way  of  granite,  rejoicing  like  a  strong  num 
to  run  a  ra.'e.  The  after-gh.w  in  the  western 
sky  deepened  from  saffron  to  violet  among  tlie 
tops  of  the  cedars,  an.l  over  the  cliffs  ros"  the 
moonlight,  i)aliug  the  heavens  hut  ghuifyiu.r 
the  earth.  There  was  .something  large  and 
generous  and  nntrammelled  iii  the  seen...  recall, 
ing  one  of  Walt  AVhit„,an's  rhapsodies  :  — 

'Eartl.  „f  ,l..,Mrt,.,l  »,„„„,»  :     B,„i,  „f  „,^  ,„„,„„,,i,„  ,„;„, 

t"i)|).,l : 
I'i.r.l,  of  fl„.  ^i„,.,„„  ,„„„  „f  ,„„  f„,l  ,„„„„  j„„,  ,i,       ,  „;„ 

hill,' : 
Eartli  of  Hliine  .iiul  d„rk,  niotdiiiK  the  tide  „f  tl,e  river!  " 

All    the    next   <lay    -ve    went  (hiwn  with   the 
current.      Kegin.ent.-,   of   I,la,-k  spruce  stood  in 

'■u.lless   file..-,  like  grenadiers,  ea<-h   t, capp,-,l 

with  a  thick  tuft  of  niatte.1  cones  and  l)ran<-hes 
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Tall  wliitu  birehes  leaned  out  over  tlie  stream, 
Narcissus-like,  as  if  to  see  their  own  Leauty  iu 
the  moving  minor.  There  were  toiulies  of 
colour  on  the  banks,  the  ra-ged  pink  Howers  of 
tlie  Joe-Fye-weeil  (which  always  remiu.ls  me  of  a 
•'"Pl'.v.  soo.l-nature<l  tiani].),  ancl  tlie  yell.iw  ear- 
tlidps  uf  the  juwel-weeil,  and  the  intense  l,ln,.  „f 
the  ch>se.l  gentian,  tliat  strange  H.nv.r  wliieh, 
like  a  reticnt  iieart,  never  opens  to  the  li-lit. 
Sometimes  the  river  si>reail  out  like  a  lake, 
between  liijjh  bluffs  „f  sun.l  fully  a  mile  ajiart  ; 
and  again  it  divided  into  many  ehannels,  wind- 
ing cunningly  down  among  the  ishinds  as  if  it 

wi^rc  resolved  to  slip  ar id  the  next  barrier  of 

rock  without  a  fall.  There  were  eiglit  of  these 
huge  natural  dams  in  the  course  of  iluit  day's 
jmirney.  Sometimes  we  followed  one  of  the 
side  canals,  and  made  the  portage  at  a  distance 
from  tlie  main  cataract ;  and  sometimes  we  ran 
with  the  central  current  to  the  very  brink  of  the 
ctwtc,  darting  aside  just  in  i.ae  U>  cscajie  going 
over.  At  tlie  foot  of  the  last  fall  we  made 
our  cainp  on  a  curving  beach  of  sand,  and  spent 
the  rest  of  the  afternoon  in  lisliiiig. 

It  was  inti'resting  to  see  how  closely  the 
guides  conld  guess  at  the  weight  of  tlie  fish  by 
looking  at  tlieni.  The  ouananiche  are  much 
longer  in  proiicntion  to  their  weight  than  trout, 
and  a  novice  almost  always  overestimates  them. 
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But  the  guides  were  not  deceived.  "  This  one 
will  weigh  four  pounds  and  three-quarters,  unil 
this  one  four  (Miunds,  but  that  one  not  more  than 
three  iKiunds ;  hi'  is  muafne,  M'sieu',  hut  he  is 
meagre."  When  w«  went  ashore  and  tried  the 
spring  bahiuee  (wl.iii  every  angler  ought  to 
carry  with  him,  ii-  ;  n  aid  to  his  conscience),  tlie 
guides'  guess  il<i  ally  proved  to  be  witliin  an 
ounce  or  two  of  the  fact.  Any  one  of  the  senses 
can  be  educated  to  do  the  work  of  the  others. 
'Ihe  eyes  of  tliese  experienced  fishermen  were  as 
sensitive  to  weight  as  if  they  had  been  made  to 
use  as  scales. 

Below  the  last  fall  the  Peribonca  flows  for  a 
scoria  of  miles  witli  an  unbroken,  ever-widening 
stream,  tluough  low  shores  of  forest  and  busli 
and  meadow.  Near  its  mouth  the  Little  Peri- 
bonca joins  it,  and  the  immense  flood,  nearly 
two  miles  wide,  pours  into  Lake  St.  John. 
Here  we  saw  the  first  outpost  of  civilization  — a 
huge  un])ainted  storeliouse,  where  8U])pIics  are 
kept  for  the  luniberiiien  and  the  new  settlers. 
Here  also  we  found  the  tiny,  lame  steam  launch 
tliat  was  to  carry  us  biick  to  the  Hotel  Koberval. 
Our  canoes  were  stowed  upon  the  roof  of  tlie 
cabin,  and  we  embarked  for  the  last  stage  of 
our  long  Journey. 

As  we  came  out  of  the  river-mouth,  the  op|Hi- 
site  shore  of  the  lake  was  invisible,  and  a  still 
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"  Nor" wester  "  was  rolling  big  waves  across  tlie 
bar.  It  was  like  putting  out  into  tlie  ojicn  sea. 
The  launch  laliouri'tl  anil  putted  along  for  four 
or  five  miles,  growing  more  ami  more  astliimitii' 
witli  every  breath.  Tiien  there  was  an  explo- 
sion in  the  engine-room.  Some  necessary  part 
of  the  intestinal  maciiinery  hail  blown  out. 
There  was  a  moiii  ut  of  confusion.  The  captain 
hurried  to  drop  tlu'  anchor,  and  the  narrow  craft 
lay  rolling  in  the  billows. 

What  to  do?  The  captain  shrugged  his 
shoulders  like  a  Frenchnuin.  "  Wait  here,  I 
suppose."  But  how  long  ?  "  Who  knows  ? 
Perhajjs  till  to-moriow  ;  perhaps  the  day  after. 
They  will  send  another  boat  to  look  for  us  in 
the  course  of  time." 

Hut  the  quarters  were  cramiied  ;  the  weather 
looked  ugly  ;  if  the  wind  shouhl  rise,  the  cranky 
launch  would  not  be  a  safe  cradle  for  the  night. 
Uanion  and  I  preferred  the  canoes,  for  they  at 
least  would  float  if  they  were  oai)sized.  So  we 
stepiMJtl  into  the  f  rail,  buoyant  shells  of  bark  once 
more,  anil  dani'ed  over  the  big  waves  towards  the 
shore.  We  made  a  camp  on  a  wind-swci)t  jjoint 
of  sand,  and  felt  like  shipwrecked  mariiiors. 
But  it  was  a  gilt-edged  shijjwiwk.  For  our  lar- 
der was  still  fidl,  and  as  if  to  provide  us  with 
the  luxuries  as  well  as  the  necessities  of  life, 
Natui-e  hiul  spread  an  inexhaustible  dessert  of 
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the  liirRest  and  most  lumioiw  blueberries  around 
our  tents. 

After  supper,  strolling  al  yng  the  beaeh,  we 
debated  the  best  way  of  eseii|)e ;  whetli.M'  to  send 
one  of  our  eanoes  around  the  eastern  shore  of 
the  lake  that  night,  to  meet  the  steamer  at  the 
Island  House  and  bring  it  to  our  rescue;  or 
to  set  ont  the  next  morning,  and  |.a<ldl..  both 
eanoes  around  the  western  en.l  of  the  lake, 
thirty  miles,  to  the  Hotel  Koberval.  Whil.' 
we  were  talking,  we  eame  toa<lry  old  bireh-twe. 


with  ragged,  curlinL'  bark. 


•lie 


is  a  toreh," 


<'ried  Damon,  "  to  throw  light  u|«.n  the  situ- 
ation." He  touched  a  match  to  it.  and  the 
flames  flashed  u])  the  tall  trunk  until  it  was 
transformed  into  a  pillar  of  tire.  Hut  the  sud- 
den  illumination  burned  out,  and  our  eouuHels 
were  wrapt  again  in  darkness  and  uncertainty, 
when  there  came  a  great  n)>roar  of  steam- 
whistles  from  the  lake.  They  must  be  signal- 
ling for  us.     What  eould  it  mean  ? 

We  fired  our  guns,  leajH^d  into  a  canoe, 
leaving  two  of  the  guides  to  break  can.i).  and 
pa.ldled  out  swiftly  into  the  night.  It  s..(incd 
an  endless  distance  before  we  found  the  feeble 
light  where  the  cripjJed  launch  was  tossing  at 
anchor.  The  captain  siioutcl  something  alxmt 
a  larger  st<'and.oat  and  a  raft  of  logs,  out  in  the 
lake,  a  mile  or  two  beyond.  Presently  we  saw 
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the  lights,  aixl  the  uniiige  glow  of  tlif  cabin  ivin- 
ilows.  Was  -^lie  ooiuiiiM,  iir  ;,'iiiiii;,  or  siaiiliiig 
Ktill?  We  iKiilillcil  on  ;iH  fant  an  wc  (oiilil, 
shouting  aii<l  firing  oft  ii  rcvolvi-r  nntil  \\l'  had 
no  nioru  cartridges.  We  were  ri'sniicd  i-it  to 
let  that  mysterious  vessel  eseape  us.  iiiid  ilurw 
ourselves  with  energy  into  the  novel  exiitinieMt 
of  ehasing  a  steandioat  in  the  d;ii  U. 

Then  the  lights  lHf;nn  to  swing  aro.iud  :  tlie 
thrid)bing  of  paddlc-whi'els  grew  louder  aii.l 
louder;  she  was  evidently  eoming  stiaight  to- 
wards us.  At  that  moment  it  flasjj  d  u|>ou  us 
that,  while  she  had  plenty  of  H;;hts.  we  had 
none!  We  were  lying,  invisililc,  right  a'l-oss 
her  t'aek.  The  eharaeter  of  tl."  stcamlioat 
chaRC  was  reversed.  AVe  turned  ami  fled,  as 
the  guides  say,  ii  qiuit/v  jiottiK,  int<i  illimitalile 
space,  trying  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  o\ii'  tiH> 
j)owerful  friend.  It  nuikes  eonsideralile  ditt'er- 
enec,  in  the  voyage  of  life,  whether  you  ehase 
the  steamboat,  or  the  steamboat  chases  you. 

Meantime  our  other  eanoe  had  approached 
unsj'en.  The  steamer  passed  safely  between  the 
two  lioats,  slackening  speed  as  the  pilot  caught 
our  loud  halloo!  She  loomed  n|)  above  us  like 
a  man-of-wa.',  and  as  we  clind)ed  the  ladder 
to  the  main-deck  we  felt  that  we  had  indeed 
gotten  out  of  tlie  wilderness.  My  old  friend. 
Captain   Savard,  made   us   welcome.     lb'   had 
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been  sent  out,  «„„.!,  f.  l.in  ,lisff„st.  to  o.t.h  a 
runaway  l,™„„  of  !,,,«  and  t„w  it  Lack  to  ]{ol,or. 
val ;  It  would  1.,.  an  all  „i,|,t  affair :  l,ut  >.v.  n,ust 
take  imssension  of  Jn's  statevoon.  an.l  „,ake  our- 
selveseon,fo,.tal,lei  l,e  would  eertainlv  luinj,  u.s 
to  the  hotel  n,  time  for  l„,,,kfa.st.  So  he  w.nt 
off  o,Uhe  upper  dcek,  and  we  hoard  hiu;  St:;,,' 
nig  about  and  yelliug  to  his  crew  as  they  stiu'. 

gled  to  Oct  their  unwieldy  drove  of  six  thousand 

logs  m  motion. 

AU  night  h,ngwe  assisted  at  the  luml.cnuen'., 
d.ff.enlt  enterprise.  We  heard  the  stcan.er 
■snortnig  ami  straining  at  her  clun.sy,  stuhborn 
••onvoy.  The  hoarse  shouts  of  the  cr,.w,  .lis- 
S".Hed  „,  a  umngrcl  dialect  whi..h  n.ade  them 
(perhaps  fortunately)  less  intelligihlc  and  n.ore 
toredile,  mingled  with  onr  broken  dreams 

I5ut  it  was,  in  fact,  a  fitting  close  of  o„'r  vov- 
age.     I  or  what  were  we  doing  v     Jt  was  the  last 
stage   of   the   woo,lma,rs   labour.     It   was   the 
gathering   of  a   wild  herd   of  the  houses  and 
churches  and  ships  and  bridges  that  grow  in  the 
forests,  and  bringing  them  into  the  fold  of  hu- 
nian  service.     I  wonder  how  often  the  inhabi- 
tant  of   the  snug  Queen  Anue  cottage  in  the 
■suburbs    remembers   the   picturesque   toil   and 
varieil  hardship  that  it  has  cost  to  hew  au<!  dia- 
J..S  walls  and  floors  and  pretty  peaked  roofs  ou° 
ot  the  backwooils.     It  might  enlarge  his  home 
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aud  make  his  imisinj.s  l,y  tli,.  winter  fuesi.Ie  less 
eoininoiii.la.-e,  to  -ive  a  kimlly  tli„„u|it  i.mw  aiul 
tlien  t(.  the  long  ehuin  of  linnian  workers  thron..h 
whose  lian.ls  the  tinil,er  of  his  house  l,as  passnl 
sn.ee  it  first  felt  the  stroke  of  fh,.  „xe  in  th.' 
snow-bound  winter  woods,  and  f  oated,  thron-li 
the  sprni-  and  s„„„„er,  on  farKjtf  lakes  aiul 
little  rivers,  au  lanjc. 
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TROUT-FISHING   IN   THE  TRAUN. 

^  Thk  peculiiivlty  „f  tiouHisliin-  in  the  Traun 
IS  that  one  i-AtrU,'^  linnn,K,lIy  -fiolin-.  Hut 
in  this  It  i-fiscmhles  some  othci-  jmrsnits  wliicl, 
are  not  without  their  eluirm  for  n.in.ls  open  to 
the  pleasures  of  the  mi,..Np,.rte,l_  f,„.  exanii)le, 
I't'iulmg  (ieorse  Uorrow's  /j;/jl,'  hi  Sj,„u,  with  a 
view  to  theological  Infoimation,  ov  going  to  the 
opening  nigl,t  at  the  Aea.lemv  of  Design  with 
the  intention  of  loolcing  at  iiiecuivs. 

Moreover,  there  are  really  trout  in  the  Traun, 
ran  nantes  in  ,jm;jU<' ;  au.l  in  some  places  more 
than  in  others;  ami  all  of  high  spirit,  thongh 
fow  of   great   siz...      Thus    the  angler  has   his 
favourite  problem:  Given  an  unknown  stream 
an.l  two  K-iiuls  of  fish,  the  one  better  than  the 
oth.r:  to  find   the  better   kiiul,  an,l  determine 
the  hour  at  whieli  they  will  rise.     This  is  sport. 
As  for  the  little  rivMr  itself,  it  has  so  many 
beauties   that  one   does    not   think  of  askin^ 
whether  it  has   any  faults.      Constant   fulness 
and  erystal  elearness,  and  refreshing  eoolness  of 
living  water,  pale   green   like  the  jewel   that  is 
2;j5 


I  v 


TltOUr  Fl.sltlXG  /.V  THK  Tit  t  IX. 

called  Ufjiiii  miirinn,  flowiii!;  ovtT  beds  of  clt'iiu 
saiul  iiml  bars  of  polishfil  jjravel,  and  dio])iiiiif; 
111  uioinontaiy  foam  from  Kicky  ledges,  between 
banks  that  are  sliailed  by  ■,'roves  of  iir  and  ash 
and  poplar,  or  throngh  dense  thickets  of  alder 
and  willow,  or  across  meadows  of  smooth  ver- 
dure sloping  up  to  (piaint  old-woihl  villages  — 
all  these  are  features  of  the  ideal  little  river. 

I  have  sjioken  of  these  personal  cpialities 
first,  because  a  truly  moral  writer  ought  to 
make  more  of  character  than  of  position.  A 
good  river  in  a  bad  country  would  be  more 
worthy  of  affection  tlian  a  bad  river  in  a  good 
country,  lint  the  Trann  has  also  the  advan- 
tages of  an  excellent  worldly  jwsition.  For  it 
rises  all  over  tlu  Salzkamincrgiit,  the  .summer 
liuntiug-grouiid  of  the  Austrian  Empei'or,  and 
flows  through  that  most  piclurcsciue  corner  of 
his  domain  from  end  to  end.  Under  the  des- 
olate cliffs  of  the  Todtengebirge  on  the  cast, 
and  below  the  shining  ice-fields  of  the  Daclistein 
on  the  south,  and  from  the  green  alps  around 
St.  Wolfgang  on  the  west,  the  translucent  waters 
are  gathered  in  little  tarns,  and  shot  through 
roaring  brooks,  and  spread  into  lakes  of  won- 
drous beauty,  and  jjoured  througli  growing 
streams,  until  at  last  they  arc  all  united  just 
bcl  )w  the  suinnicr  villa  of  his  Kaiserly  and 
Kingly  Majesty,  Francis  Joseph,  and  flow  away 
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iu)itliw;ii,l.  llii,)ii-li  tin-  ivst  <>l  liis  -Miiicpru. 
scivc.  into  til,-  Trillins,.,'.  It  is  iin  iiiijuiial  piny. 
^'idiiikI,  ami  mi,li  !is  I  w,)iil,l  cms.-iit  to  limit 
til,'  ulKiiiiois  ill,  if  an  iiisiiiitahle  I'loviili  e 
iiail  niailo  iiiu  a  kiiij^ly  kaisrr,  of  ..wii  u  plain 
liiii^'  or  an  iiiivarnisji,,!  I,:iis,.r.  |{,it,  failin- 
this,  I  was  prifictly  iMiitciit  to  sjhihI  a  frw  i,ll,' 
ilays  ill  (isliiii--  („v  tmut  aii,l  latiliini;  ;;i:i\lin", 
at  sni'li  tiiiirs  ami  (ihurs  as  tli,  law  oflli,'  A„"l 
tilaii  Kiiipirc  allow,',l. 

I'"or  it  mast  !.,•  iiiiii.iiiIhm'cI  that  vvny  stirani 
in  thfsc  ,)vi'i-.,iviliz(cl  Kiiropi'an  ountries  \,v- 
h.iijfs  to  s,iiii,.lio,ly,  liy  iiairhasu  or  rent.  Ami 
all  til.,  lisli  ill  til,,  stivain  arc  supp,>s,.il  to  lioloiig 
to  the  peisiiii  who  owns  ,)i  routs  it,  Tliev  ,1° 
not  know  tlii'ir  niasl,.r's  x  nn;  miilirr  will  tli,-y 
follow  wlu.n  he  e:,\U.  I{„r  tli.  ■  ar.  fli,-„r,.ti,.ally 
his.  To  this  l,.-al  tirtioii  til.  lu.ito  1  Amoiiitaii 
iiinst  w-.iforni.  lie  must  1.  on  t.  .tin;  l.is  nat- 
ural desin.s   in  the   iiiini,>nt   of  la.     ul 


and  take  out 


vin,l   of  a   Ih 


follows  his 


iiiipiilsf  to  fish. 


It  was  in  tli,'  town  of  Aussre. 
of  the  tw,)  hiylicst  lirani'lics  o|    i, 
tl 
The    full    111, mill    of   iiiiiUTiilv 


lis  impulse  came  upon  me.  iniMK 


sunetion, 
'>efor,    he 


iiction 
11.  that 
istilile. 
ill   that 


aneieiit   watering-jihiee  was  (laii,|Mn. .       .it   i,ot 
extinguished,  by  two  days  .if 


I" 

persist   ;ii 


prislug  showers.     I  hail  exhausted  the 
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tii's  of  iiitcri'st  in  tin?  olil  (iotliir  clmri'li,  and 
felt  all  that  a  man  slionlil  ficl  in  (lrii|ili('n  {{ 
till'  mural  tnmlntimiM  of  the  familii-i  who  were 
cxih'd  for  thiir  faith  in  the  ihiys  of  tlii'  Ui'for- 
niation.  The  tln'oii;;^  ..t  mcrrv  IIiIm  vs  from 
N'icnnn  and  limhi-l'i'sth,  aina/.in;4l\  airayeil  as 
.nonntainiMi'M  anil  milU-maiils,  \valUii<^  np  anil 
(hiwn  thf  narrow  stri'its  n  nli'V  nnihrcllas,  had 
Cleopatra's  charm  of  an  ..ninite  variety;  lint 
enstoni  staled  it.     The  wnodltind  paths,  winding 

everywhere  thron^h  the  plantations  of  lir-ti s 

and  provided  with  aiipropriate  jianii's  on  wimhIi'Ii 
laliels,  anil  luiiihes  for  rest  and  eonver-  ion  at 
disereet  intervals,  were  too  moist  for  'ii  the 
nymphs  to  take  delight  in  them.  The  only 
creatures  that  snlTered  nnlliinj;  liy  the  rain  were 
the  two  swift,  limiiid  Tranns.  raein;;  throngh 
the  woods,  like  eaijer  and  nnaliashed  lovers,  to 
meet  in  the  middle  of  the  villa<;e.  They  were  as 
elear,  as  joyous,  as  nnisieal  as  if  the  sun  were 
shining.  The  very  sijjlit  of  their  opaleseent 
ra]iids  atiil  eddviiej;  ]>ools  was  an  invitation  to 
that  i;entle  sport  wliieh  is  said  to  have  the  merit 
of  growing  lietter  as  the  weather  grows  worse. 
I  hiid  this  faet  before  the  landhird  of  the 
hotel  of  the  Krzheizng  Johanii.  as  poetieally 
as  I  eould.  Imt  he  assured  nie  that  it  was  of 
no  eonso'jnenee  without  an  invitation  from  the 
gentleman  to  whom  the  streams  helonged ;  and 

am 
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lifi  liad  KOMO  awMV  I'.pr  u  wvek.  Tl»-  Iaiirll„nl 
was  such  I,  -,.(„|.natniv<l  |»'rs.)n,  and  smdi  an 
•■xccll.nt  .Hire),..!-,  tliat  ir  was  iinpDssililu  to  lie. 
li.'V.!  that   li.,.  lonM  liav  ,v.n  tlio  Mnall.^t  in- 

"' "'.V  "I"'ii   '''■*  <"M-i(i.nc,..     So   I   liadi' liini 

f  ic,v  II.  and  t.iok  my  way,  four  niil.s  llii,,ii;.li 
tlu    >vo<,ds,  to  til.,   lakf  from  wliicli  one  ..f  t?io 

utrr s  Howi'd. 

It  was  called  tlic  (iiiindls,...  As  I  ,1,,  „„t 
know  the  origin  of  tli..  i,:iim..  I  caunnt  coiiMst- 
I'litly  malic  any  moral  or  liistoriual  nll.ctions 
"I'on  it.  Hi,t  if  it  has  Tii'ver  l.ecoin..  famnns, 
it  ..n-ht  to  he,  for  tlu-  sake  of  a  cozy  ajid  hrisv 
little  Inn,  iM.relied  ,,,1  a  -ic,,,  |,ili  l„,si",l,.  the  lake 
and  ovcrh)okinj;-  the  -vhole  h'n-tli  of  it,  from  tre 

JiTonps    of    toy  Vilhls    at    the    foot  to  the  lleMl)S  of 

leal  nKMiiitains  at  the  head.  This  inn  kept  a 
thin  hnt  happy  landloi-,1,  who  provided  me  with 
a  I.hu'  license  to  an-lc,  for  tli.^  in.onsidoraldc 
snni  of  tift.'en  cents  a  day.  This  .■orjferred  the 
right  of  lishing  not  (ndy  in  the  (Iriin.llse..,  hnt 
also  in  the  smaMcr  tarn  of  T,,p]itz,  a  mih^  ahovc 
It,  and  in  the  swift  stream  whiih  nnited  them. 
It  all  coincided  with  my  ihsire  as  if  hy  magic. 
A  row  of  a  couple  of  miles  t,,  the  head  of  the 
lake,  anil  a  walk  tlirongh  the  f.vrest.  hn.nght  me 
to  the  smaller  pond  :  and  as  the  afternoiie  sun 
was  iilonghing  iial,-  fm-rovvs  through  the  showers, 


I  ttiuled  ont 


oil   a   point  of  roeds  and  cast  tli( 


ii29 


lii 


,  ) 


!     - 


moLT-namuG  ix  the  rit.iv.y 

artful  fly  in  tlu'  shadow  of  the  great  eliff.s  of  the 
Dead  Mountains. 

It  was  a  iit  seeue  for  a  lone  fisherniau.  But 
four  sociable  tourists  promptly  appeared  to  aet 
as  speetators  and  critics.  Fly-fishing  usually 
strilses  tlie  ( icrnian  mind  as  an  eccentricity  wlii<'li 
calls  for  rcniiinstrance.  Alter  one  of  the  tourists 
had  suggestively  njirrated  the  tale  of  seven  tiont 
which  he  had  caught  in  another  lake,  v!t/i 
wormH,  on  the  previous  Sunday,  they  went  away 
for  a  row  (^with  salutations  in  which  pcjliteness 
but  thinly  veiled  their  pity),  and  left  me  still 
whipping  tlie  water  in  vain.  Nor  was  the  for- 
tune of  the  day  much  better  in  the  stream  be- 
low. It  was  a  long  and  wet  wade  for  three  fish 
too  small  to  keep.  I  came  out  on  the  shore  of 
the  lake,  where  I  had  left  the  row-boat,  with  an 
empty  bag  and  a  feeling  of  damp  discourage- 
ment. 

There  was  .still  an  hour  or  so  of  daylight,  and 
a  beautiful  place  to  fish  where  the  stream  poured 
swirling  out  into  the  lake.  A  rise,  and  a  large 
one,  though  rather  sh)\v,  awakened  my  hopes. 
Another  rise,  (■vidently  made  l)y  a  heavy  fish, 
made  me  certain  that  virtue  was  about  to  be 
rewarded.  The  third  time  the  hook  went  home. 
I  felt  the  solid  weight  of  the  fish  against  the 
s])ring  of  the  rod,  and  that  curious  thrill  which 
runs  up  the  line  and  down  the  arm,  changing, 
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somehow  or  other,  into  a  pleasurable  sensation 
of  excitement  as  it  reaches  the  brain.  But  it 
was  only  for  a  moment;  and  then  came  tliat 
foolish,  feeble  shaking  of  the  line  from  side  to 
side  which  tells  the  angler  that  he  has  hooked  a 
gi-eat,  big,  leather-mouthed  chub  —  a  fish  which 
Izaak  Walton  says  "  the  French  esteem  so  mean 
as  to  call  him  Vn  Vilain."  Was  it  for  this 
that  I  had  come  to  the  country  of  Francis 
Joseph  ? 

I  took  off  the  flies  and  put  on  one  of  those 
phantom  minnows  which  have  immortalized  tlie 
name  of  a  certain  Mr.  Ihown.  It  swung  on  a 
long  line  as  the  boat  passed  back  and  forth 
across  the  current,  once,  twice,  three  times  — 
and  on  the  fourth  circle  there  was  a  sharp 
strike.  The  rod  bent  ahnost  double,  and  the 
reel  sang  shrilly  to  the  first  rush  of  the  fish. 
lie  ran ;  he  doubled ;  he  went  to  the  bottom  and 
sulked ;  he  tried  to  go  under  the  boat ;  he  did 
all  that  a  game  fish  can  do,  except  leaping. 
After  twenty  minutes  he  was  tired  enough  to  be 
lifted  gently  into  the  boat  by  a  hand  slipped 
around  his  gills,  and  tliere  he  was,  a  lacfis- 
/brelle  of  three  pounds'  weight :  smaU  pointed 
head;  silver  sides  mottled  with  dark  spots; 
square,  powerful  tail  and  large  fins  —  a  fish  not 
unlike  the  landJocked  salmon  of  the  Saguenay, 
but  more  delicate. 
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Half  an  hour  latiT  he  was  lying  on  the  grass 
in  front  of  the  Inn.  The  waiters  paused,  with 
tlieir  hands  full  of  dishes,  to  look  at  him  ;  and 
the  landlord  ealled  liis  guests,  inelu<ling  my 
didactie  tourists,  to  observe  the  sHi)eriority  of 
the  trout  of  tlie  Griindlsee.  Tlie  maids  also 
eame  to  h)ok  ;  and  the  buxom  eook,  with  her 
spotless  aj)ron  and  bare  arms  akindro,  was  drawn 
from  her  kitclien,  and  jdedyed  her  culinary 
honour  that  such  a  pi-<ic!U-kci-/  should  be  served 
up  in  her  very  best  style.  The  angler  who  is 
insensible  to  tlii.s  sort  of  indirect  flatteiy  through 
his  fish  does  not  exist.  Even  the  most  indiffer- 
ent of  men  thinks  more  favourably  of  pooi)le 
who  know  a  good  trout  when  they  see  it,  and 
sits  down  to  his  supper  with  kindly  feelings. 
Possibly  he  reflects,  also,  upon  the  incident  as  a 
hint  of  the  usual  size  of  the  fish  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood. He  remembers  that  he  may  have 
been  favoured  in  this  ease  beyond  his  deserts  by 
good-fortune,  and  resolving  not  to  ])ut  too  heavy 
a  strain  upon  it,  considers  the  next  place  where 
it  would  be  well  for  him  to  angle. 

Hallstatt  is  about  ten  miles  below  Aussee. 
The  Traun  here  expands  into  a  lake,  very  dark 
and  deep,  sluit  in  by  steep  and  lofty  mountains. 
The  railway  runs  along  the  eastern  shore.  On 
the  other  side,  a  mile  away,  you  see  the  old 
town,  its  white  houses  clinging  to  the  cliff  like 
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licl.cns  to  tlu.  face  of  a  rock.  Tli,.  sniile-lwoli 
ciills  it  "  :i  luVlily  oii^inal  situation."  liut  this 
is  Olio  of  tlif  (•as<..s  wlicre  a  little  less  originality 
and  a  little  nioit-  reasonableness  niiglit  be  de- 
sired, at  least  by  the  iwrniaiient  inhabitants.  A 
ledge  nn.Iei-  the  shadow  of  a  preeipice  makes  a 
trying  winter  resideiiee.  The  people  of  Ilall- 
statt  are  not  a  blooming  raec:  one  sees  many 
dwarfs  and  eripjiles  among  them.  But  to  the 
summer  traveller  the  ]>laee  seems  womlerfully 
pictures(jue.  Most  of  the  streets  are  Uiglits  of 
stejis.  The  high-road  has  barely  room  to  edge 
itself  through  among  the  ol,l  houses,  between 
the  window-gardens  of  bright  flowers.  On  the 
hottest  July  day  the  afternoon  is  eool  and  shady. 
Ihe  gay,  little  skiffs  and  long,  open  gondolas 
are  flitting  eontinually  along  the  lake,  whieh  is 
the  main  street  of  Ilallstatt. 

The  incongruous,  but  .•onifortable,  modem 
hotel  has  a  huge  glass  veranda,  where  you  ean 
eat  your  dinner  and  observe  human  nature  in 
Its  trr  nareiit  holiday  disguises.  I  was  much 
l)leasc  :d  entertained  by  a  family,  or  confed- 
eracy, ot  people  attired  as  )ieasants  — the  men 
with  feathered  hats,  green  stockings,  ami  bare 


knees  —  the 


women  with  bright  skirts,  bodi. 


and    silk   neckerchiefs  —  wl; 

evidence, 

meeting 


lo  were   always   in 
rowing   gondolas   with  clumsy   oars, 
the   steamboat   at   the   wharf   several 
233 


TJtOVT  Fl^^lliya  IN  THE  TliAlW 


1 


times  a  day,  anil  filling  the  miniature  garden  of 
the  hotel  with  rustic  greetings  and  early  Salz- 
'canimergut  attitudes.  After  much  conji'cture, 
I  learned  that  they  were  the  family  and  friends 
of  a  newspaper  editor  from  Vienna.  They  had 
tile  literary  instinct  for  local  colour. 

The  fishing  at  Ilallstatt  is  at  Obertraun. 
There  is  a  level  stretch  of  land  aliove  the  lake, 
where  the  river  Hows  peaceably,  and  the  fish 
have  leisure  to  feed  and  grow.  It  is  leased  to  a 
peasant,  who  m.ikes  a  business  of  supplying  the 
hotels  with  fish.  He  was  quite  willing  to  give 
liermission  to  an  angler ;  and  I  engaged  one  of 
his  sons,  a  caj)ital  young  fellow,  whose  natural 
capacities  for  good  fellowship  were  only  ham- 
pered by  a  most  extraordinary  German  dialect, 
to  row  me  across  the  lake,  and  carry  the  net 
and  a  small  green  barrel  full  of  water  to  keep 
the  fish  alive,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
country.  The  first  day  we  had  only  four  trout 
large  enough  to  jmt  into  the  barrel ;  the  next 
day  I  think  there  were  six  ;  the  third  day,  I  re- 
member very  well,  there  were  ten.  They  were 
pretty  creatures,  weighing  from  half  a  pound  to 
a  pound  each,  and  coloured  as  daintily  as  bits  of 
French  silk,  in  silver  gray  with  faint  pink  spots. 

There  was  plenty  to  do  at  Ilallstatt  in  the 
mornings.    An  hour's  walk  from  the  town  there 
was  a  fine  waterfall,  three   hundred  feet  high. 
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On  till'  siiie  of  tlif  iiiiiMiitaiii  above  the  laku  was 
one  of  the  salt-mines  foi-  which  tlie  region  is  .el- 
ehiated.  It  lias  been  woikeil  for  ages  by  nianv 
siieeessive  races,  from  the  Celt  <Iownwaril.  Per- 
haps  even  the  men  of  the  Stone  Age  knew  of  it. 
anil  came  hither  fi)r  seasoning  to  make  the  flesh 
of  the  rave-bear  and  the  nianimoth  more  jialata 
ble.  Modern  jiilgrims  are  iierniitted  to  exploie 
tlie  long,  wet,  glitte-ing  galleri<'s  with  a  guide, 
anil  slide  down  the  smooth  wooden  rollers  which 
join  the  dift'erent  levels  of  the  mines.  This  pas- 
time has  the  same  fascination  as  sliding  down 
the  balnsters;  and  it  is  said  that  even  (juecns 
and  princesses  have  been  delighted  with  it. 
This  is  a  tonehing  proof  of  the  fnndamental 
simplicity  an<l  unity  of  our  human  nature. 

But  by  far  the  best  excursion  from  Hallstatt 
was  an  alklay  trip  to  the  Zwieselalp  —  a  moini- 
ta  which  seems  to  have  been  esiHicially  created 
as  I  ^oint  of  view.  From  the  bare  summit  you 
look  right  into  the  face  of  the  huge,  .snowy 
Dachstein,  with  the  wild  lake  of  (iosau  gleaming 
at  its  foot;  and  far  away  on  the  other  side  your 
vision  ranges  over  a  confusion  of  monntains, 
with  all  the  white  peaks  of  the  Tyrol  stretched 
along  the  horizon.  Such  a  wide  outlook  as  this 
helps  the  fisherman  to  enjoy  the  narrow  beauties 
of  his  little  rivers.  No  sjmrt  is  at  its  best  with- 
out interruption  and  contrast.     To   appreciate 
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wailing,  one  ought  to  climb  a  little  on  odd 
ilii.ys. 

Isi'ld  in  about  ten  ov  twelve  miles  below  Hall- 
statt,  in  the  valley  of  tlie  Tiaun.  It  is  the  fash- 
ionable snuniu'r  resort  of  Austria.  I  found  it 
in  tlic  hi;;h  tide  of  amusement.  The  shady 
csijlanade  along  the  river  was  crowded  with 
brave  women  ami  fair  men,  ii.  ^oigeous  I'ai- 
ment ;  the  hotels  were  overHowini; :  and  there 
were  various  kinds  of  music  and  entertainments 
at  all  hours  of  day  and  night.  But  all  this  did 
not  seem  to  affect  the  fishing. 

The  lamlhn-d  of  the  Kiinigin  Elizabeth,  who 
is  also  the  Hurgoniaster  and  a  gentleman  of 
varied  ace(nn]ilishnients  and  no  leisure,  kindly 
furuislied  me  with  a  fishing  license  in  the  shape 
of  a  largo  ]iink  card.  There  were  nuuiy  rules 
printed  upon  it:  "All  fislics  under  nine  inches 
nnist  be  gently  restored  to  the  water.  No  in- 
strument of  capture  must  be  used  except  the 
angle  in  the  hand.  The  card  of  legitimation 
must  be  produced  and  exhibited  at  the  polite 
reipiest  of  any  of  the  keepers  of  the  river."' 
Thus  duly  authorized  and  instructed,  I  sallied 
forth  to  seek  my  pastime  accoriling  to  the  law. 

The  easiest  way,  ia  theory,  was  to  take  the 
afternoon  train  up  the  river  1'^  one  of  the  vil- 
lages, and  fish  down  a  mile  or  two  in  the  even- 
ing, returning  by  the  eight  o'clock  train.     But 
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ill  practice  the  Imbitn  of  the  fl»li  interfered  iieri- 
oiisly  with  the  l.itter  part  of  this  plan. 

On  iiiy  Hist  liny  I  ha<l  spent  several  hours  i,i 
tl.  ■  vain  ettoit  to  eatcli  something  l)ettcr  than 
siiiaM  Kiavliiig.  The  Lest  time  f(n-  the  tvont  was 
just  ai.|)i(iaeliiii^'.  as  tlie  broad  lijjht  faded  fro.., 
th.>  Ativan.;  alivady  they  were  l)e-!niiinj,'  to 
feed,  wlu  11  I  jooli,.,!  „,,  f,,,,,,  ,|„,  ^,,|„,.  „f  ,j  ^^^^^ 
and  saw  tlie  tiaiii  rattling  down  the  valley  lieiow 

uie.      Under  tlie  eiiciiinsta s  the  only  thing  to 

do  was  to  so  on  (ishin^.  It  was  an  even  [kioI 
with  steej)  liaiiks.  and  the  water  ran  thiou-h  it 
viiy  straight  .md  swift,  some  four  feet  deci)  and 
thirty  yard...  across.  As  the  tail-tiy  reached  the 
middle  of  the  water,  a  fine  trout  literally  turned 
a  soinersiinlt  ov.^r  it,  but  without  touching  it. 
At  the  next  cast  he  was  ready,  taking  it  wiUi  a 
rush  that  carried  Iiini  into  the  air  with  the  ti 
in  his  month.  lie  weighed  tlireiMjuarteis  of  a 
ponnd.  The  next  one  w.as  equally  eager  in  ris- 
ing and  sharp  in  playing,  and  the  third  might 
liave  heeu  his  twin  sister  or  brother.  So,  after 
casting  for  hours  and  taliing  nothing  in  the 
most  beautiful  pools,  I  lauded  three  trout  from 

one  unlikely  place  in  fiftei iiiutcs.     That  was 

because  the  trout's  supper-time  had  a.rived.  So 
had  mine.  I  walked  over  to  the  .anibling  old 
inn  at  (joisern,  sought  the  cook  in  the  kitchen, 
and  persuaded  her,  in  spite  of  the  lateness  of  the 
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hour,  to  lH)il  tlio  liir^jivit  of  tlir  lisli  f„r  my  hii|i- 
|ior.  nftiT  wliirh  I  imlr  jinifffiillj-  bai'k  tn  Iwlil 
Ity  tlio  fli'vcii  o'clixk  train. 

Kor  the  fiitiii'u  I  lusiilvrd  to  "{ivc  up  tlic  Illu- 
Hoiy  iilfii  (if  ciiiiiin;;  lioiiit'  \<y  rail,  and  orilurvd 
a  little  (luc-lioriti'  farria;{i^  to  unit  nic  at  Houie 
point  on    the  lii);li.roail  uvoiv  cvi^nin;;  at  uinn 

o'ulock.     In  tills  way  I  uiana);ril  t mm-  tlio 

wliiilr  struaui,  takinfj  a  lower  part  v.uU  iluy. 
from  thu  lake  of  Ilallstatt  down  to  Istdd. 

Tlicrc  was  olio  part  of  tlie  river,  near  Laiifcn, 
where  the  eiirreiit  was  very  stioiij;  and  water- 
fally,  hroken  l)y  i dires  of  rock,  lielow  tliise  it 
rested  in  hmj;,  sinmith  reaehes,  inncli  licdoved  by 
the  grayliuf;.  There  was  no  dithcnlty  in  },'''"i"g 
two  or  three  of  thcnn  out  of  eaeli  run. 

The  grayling'  has  a  ((iiaint  beauty.  His 
ap])earanee  is  it-sthetie,  ]i\u-  a  risli  in  a  pre- 
Kajdiaelite  pieture.  Ilis  eohmr,  in  niidsuinnii., 
is  a  gohleu  gray,  darker  on  the  baek,  and  with 
a  few  blaek  spots  Just  behind  his  gills,  liki^ 
patehes  put  on  to  bring  out  the  ]iallor  of  hi.s 
couijdexion.  He  smells  of  wild  thyme  when  he 
first  comes  out  of  tiie  water,  whiiefore  St.  .Viii- 
brose  of  Milan  coinidiiueuted  him  in  courtly 
fashion :  "  Quid  .i/m-ii'  tun  i/riitiii.i .'  Quid 
odorefragrunt'iKX?  Quod  mella  fidijnint,  hnc 
tlio  corpore  sjtiriis."  But  the  chief  ghuy  of 
the  grayling  ia  the  large  iridescent  fin  on  his 
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l.«.'k.        V„„   ...,.  it  .,,„i„.  ,|k.   „,,t,.r  ,„   1,0  H«iM„ 

•"••■"•  th..   s,„.fa,..,;   ,,„,1  „1„.„   v.,,,   l,av..   |,i,„..„ 

"•'"'"'',"/"■"•'"-"-■   '■!"'    HI-   a  r:,i, w. 

I"  """'"'   '-  '""'"'•  I'i-  ••' »ihI  1...  t«k..s  tl... 

tly  K..ntK.  ,v  s,u.ti„n.  II,.  is,  i„  fuot.  a„,l  to 
H|'-ak  |.l:M..l,v,HM„„.,|,i„„.„f  ,.  si.rk..,-;  l„.t  l|„.„ 
lit.  >s  a  ,„..k.r  |.|..aliz...l  an.l  ,...(i.„..|,  ,1...  ,),.«•...• 
of  tl,o  fanuly.     ('I,a,.k.s  ('..t,..„.  ,|,.,  ;„       j.,,,, 

youhR  fnc.,,.1  of  \Va|t„„.  was  all  wr i„  ,,|1 

'"f   "'.^'   f">""«   ••"■ f   tlu.  .I..a.l..:t-l,..a.t,..l 

««!»■»  ...  t,e  „o,l.|."     IIoflsl.tsa.„ll..a,.,sa..,l 
wl..rls,  „,.,l  l,nnj;s  l.i.s  l.ij,  «„  t,.  |„„,  ,„,„„,  j,„. 
fmv-  of   the  ...,r,.e„t  «ith  a  v»..i..ty  „f  ta..ti...s 
that   wo„l,l   put   his   ..,0,0   aiistH'.atic    f,.ll.,w. 
•'.tizon,  the  t.oi.t,  to  the  l.li..-h.     Twelve  of  thes,. 
pretty  fellows,  with   a  b.aee  of  .o.„I  t.o„t  fo.. 
the  top,  hUe.l    ,„y  big  eieel  to  the  l„i,„,       \,„1 
yet,  »uel,  .s  the  i„l,o,,,  l,j.poe,.isy  of  tho  l,u„,an 
heart   that  I  alway,  p.vte.i.Ie.I  to  ...yself  to  l,o 
<l..sappo.nte.l  l,eea,.se  there  were  not  ...o.e  trout 
an.1  made  light  oc  the  graylh.g  as  a  tl.h.g  of 
nanght.  " 

The  pi.,k  f.shh.g  li,.e„se  ,]i,l  not  see.n  to  he  of 
miieh  use.  Its  exhil,i,io„  was  ,le>nan,le.l  o„lv 
tw.ee.  Onee  a  river  gua.-.lian.  who  was  walk!...'. 
'low,,  the  str,  m  with  a  Heluian  lia,.,,,  an.l  e.."- 
conraging  hi.  ,  to  continue  fishing,  eli,nl,e,l  ont 
to  me  on  the  en.l  of  a  long  e.nl.ank.nent,  and 
w.-th  p,.ope..  apologies  I.eggea  to  he  favonre.l  with 
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a  view  of  my  document.  It  turned  out  that  his 
request  wa3  a  favour  to  me,  for  it  discovered  the 
fact  that  I  hail  left  my  flj'-hook,  with  the  ])ink 
card  in  it,  beside  an  ohl  mill,  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
up  the  stream. 

Another  time  I  was  sitting  hoside  the  road, 
trying  to  get  out  of  a  very  long,  wet,  awkward 
pair  of  wading-stookings.  an  occupation  wliicii 
is  unfavourable  to  tranrpiillity  of  mind,  when  a 
man  came  u])  to  mc  In  \hf  dusk  and  .iccosted 
me  witli  an  absence  of  politeness  which  in  Ger- 
man amounted  to  an  insult. 

"  Have  you  been  fishing?  " 

"  Why  do  you  want  to  know  ?  " 

"  Have  you  any  right  to  fish  ?  " 

"  What  right  have  you  ask  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  keeper  of  the  river.  Where  is  your 
card  ?  " 

"  It  is  in  my  pocket.  But  ]).ardon  my  curi- 
osity, where  is  your  cai'd  ?  " 

This  (|U('stion  ap])eared  to  ]iaralyze  him.  He 
had  probably  never  been  asked  for  liis  card 
before.  He  went  lumbering  off  in  the  dark- 
ness, muttering  "  My  card  ?  Unheard  of !  J/*/ 
card ! " 

The  routine  of  angling  at  Iscld  was  varied 

liy  an  excursion  to  the  Lake  of  St.  Wolfn'an" 

and  the    Schafberg,   an    isolated    mountain   on 

whose   rocky  horn  an   inn  has  been  built.     It 
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stands  up  almost  lilt.;  a  bird-lioiiso  on  a  jjolo, 
and  conniiaiiilH  a  siiimtI,  ])ro.spert ;  noitliwaid, 
across  the  lollinj;-  jjlain  and  the  Ikvariaii  forest; 
southward,  over  a  tumultuous  land  of  peaks  and 
precMpieos.  There  are  many  lovely  lakes  in 
sy.t ;  but  the  loveliest  of  all  is  that  which  takes 
its  name  from  the  old  Kiint  who  wandered 
hither  from  the  (M)untry  of  the  "  furious 
Franks  "  and  built  his  iH'iicef.d  hermitage  on 
the  Fidkenstein.  ^Vhat  j^rooil  taste  some  of  those 
old  saints  had  .' 

There   Is  a    veneruMe    chinch   in  the  villao'e, 
with  |.i,.!n^es  .tt,il„ue,l  to  Mirliai'l  Wohlgvnmtli! 
and   a   ehap,-l   which  is  sai.l   to   mark   the  spot 
where  St.  \\'olffrano:,  who  hail  lost  his  axe  far 
up   the    nmuntain,  found    it,   like    Lon;;fellow"s 
arrow,   in  an   oak,  aiul   "still  uubroke?"      The 
tree  is  gone,  so  it  was  ini])ossil)le  to  verify  the 
story.     But  the  saint's  well  is  there,  in  a  pavil- 
ion,  with  a  bronze  iniajje  over  it,  and  a  profitable 
inscription  to   the   effect  that   the  poorer   pil- 
gi'ims,  "  who  have  come  unjirovided  with  either 
money  or  wine,  should  be  jolly  well  contented 
to  find  the  water  so  fine."     There   is   also   a 
famous  echo  farther  u))  the  lake,  which  repeats 
six  syllables  with  aecuracv.     It  is  a  strange  co- 
incidence  that  there  are  just  six  syllables  in  the 
name  of  "der  heilifre  "Wolfgang."     Hut  when 
jou  translate  it  into  English,  the  inspiration  of 
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the  echo  seuiiis  to  be  less  exact.  The  sweetest 
tiling  about  St.  Wolfg;m_-  was  the  abuiidaiiee  of 
purple  eyekniens,  elothinj;-  the  UKiuiitain  nu^ail. 
ows,  and  tilling  tlie  air  witli  delicate  fragrance 
lilic  the  smell  of  lilacs  aroiuul  a  New  Euglaud 
farm-house  in  early  June. 

There  was  still  one  stretch  of  the  river  above 
Isehl  left    for  the   last   evening's  sport.     I   re- 
member it  so  well :  the  long,  deep  place  where 
the  Wiitcr  ran  beside  an  embanUment  of  stt)ne, 
and  the   big  grayling  poised  ou  the  edge  of  the 
shadow,  rising  and  falling  on  the  current  as  a 
kite  rises   and  falls  on   the  wind  and  balances 
back  to  the  same  jiosition ;  the  murmur  of  the 
stream  and  the  liissing  of  the  pebbles  underfoot 
in  the  rapids  as  the  swift  water  rolled  them  over 
and  over;    tlie  odour  of   the   fir-trees,  and   the 
streaks  of  warm  air  in  cpiiet   places,  and   the 
faint   whifFs   of    wood-smoke    wafted   from   the 
houses,  and  the  brown  flies  dancing  heavily  up 
and  down   in  the  twilight ;  the  last  good  pool, 
where  the  river  was  divided,  the  main  part  mak- 
ing a  deep,  narrow  curve  to  the  right,  and  the 
lesser  part  bubbling  into  it  over  a  beil  of  stones 
with    half-a-dozen    tiny  waterfalls,  with   a   fine 
trout  lying  at  the  foot  of  each  of  them  and  ris- 
ing merrily  as  the  white  fly  passed  over  him  — 
surely  it  was  all  very  good,  and  a  memory  to  be 
grateful  for.     And  when  the  basket  was  full,  it 


TJioiT tj.siiixa  jx  rijE  ritAvx 

waspI„...,.tt,.,,„tofftheheav,wa.li„,..,,.,,, 
a.ul   tl.e  long  iul,l,e,-.stoc.kinj.s,  an.l  .i,!..  I„.,ne. 

"J.    .....      1  hat  IS  us  near  to  svl.aHti.  luxury 

..»  a  iiiau  sliouM  c-ai-e  to  come 

The  lights  in  the  cottages  a.e  twinkling  like 

h.o-H,es,  ana  there  are  snuaig,.ou,,s  of, Lie 
■^...g-...S  an,l  laughing  down  the  road.  The 
honest  hsherinau  reHeets  that  this  world  is  onlv 
a  1-  ace  of  pilgrinuige,  but  after  all  there  is  \ 

w.th  a  contente.1  heart.  He  won.lers  who  the 
dwellers  .n  the  scattered  housc.s  may  bo,  and 
weaves  ro„,ances  out  of  the  shadow,  on  the  cur- 
t.....ea    windows.     The    lan.j.s    burning   in    the 

2-'-W.s  tell  hin.  stories  o:  human  1.!!: 
a«d  pa  hence  and  hope,  and  of  .livine  for.-ive- 
ness  Brea>n.,.ictures  of  life  Hoat  before  bin. 
tender  and  lununous,  filled  with  a  va..ue  sof 
at..K.sphereh.  which  the  simplest  outli;::';^ 
.^s..anges,g„„icanee.  They  are  like  son,:  of 
Mllcts  pa,nt.ngs_..The  Sower,"  or  "The 
hheepfold,  -tlu,re  is  very  little  detaU  in  them ; 
hut  sometnncs  a  little  means  so  nmoh 
Then  the  moon  slips  up  into  the'  sky  fron. 

Wu.>atl.  eastern  hills,  a.,d  the  lishenL  be! 
S  .  s  to  tlnnk  of  l,on,e,  and  of  the  foolish,  fond 
...1  .Lymes  about  those  whoo.  the  n.oon  sees 
f...  away,  and  the  stars  that  have  the  power  to 
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TROUT  FimiSG  IS  THE  TKAUH 
fulfil  wi»lic3  — as  if  the  ei'lestial  boilks  knew 
or  cared  anything  about  our  small  nerve-tlirills 
which  we  call  affection  and  desires  .  But  if 
there  wore  Some  One  above  tlie  moon  and  stars 
who  did  Ituow  and  care,  Some  One  who  could 
see  the  places  and  the  people  that  you  and  I 
would  give  so  much  to  see,  Some  One  who  could 
do  for  them  all  of  kindness  that  you  and  I  fain 
would  do,  Some  One  able  to  keep  our  beloved  in 
perfect  peace  and  watch  over  the  little  children 
sleeping  in  their  beds  beyon.I  the  sea  — what 
then?  Wliy,  then,  in  the  evening  hour,  one 
might  have  thoughts  of  homo  that  w.mld  go 
across  the  ocean  by  way  of  heaven,  and  be  bet- 
ter than  dreams,  almost  as  good  as  prayers. 
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Old  S,„i  „,li  a  N,w  B«diHg. 
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AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  BALSAM  BOUGH 
fxppi-ipnpe.  '■ 

"T«o  ,„„!,„  !„,,„„  ,,,;„„,„  ,,,„„„,,j„ 
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AT  Tilt:  .sli;.\  OF  rilK  IIALSAM  llOVliU 

fi'iry-lxmt,  wlio  cajoles  ns  into  liiiylii.!,'  ii  myy  of 

Lv  Mdiiiliii, iitaiiiiiix  liist  iiimitirs  iicwsjias 

tlie  luldicss  of  a  till.'  tli(iiij;li  (liiniiiiitivn  Kiemli- 
man.  Tlii'  laiidlonl  of  tlio  quiut  little  inn  on 
tli«"  outskirts  of  tlie  town  welcomes  ns  with  Gallic 
effusion  as  well-known  guests,  aii.l  nihs  liis 
liamls  genially  liefoie  us,  while  lie  escorts  us  to 
our  aiiartnients,  groping  secretly  in  his  memory 

to  recall  our  na s.     A\'hcn  \,..  walk  down  tho 

stce]>,  (juaint  Greets  to  revel  in  the  purchase  of 
moccasins  and  water-proof  coats  and  camping 
supplies,  w..  rea.l  on  a  wall  the  familiar  Iiut 
timisfornied  legem],  L'nifant  jifniiv,  iJ  vevt  mii 
(  'iiiiidIi 
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rill,  and  rcmendier  with  joy  that  no  in- 
fant wlio  weeps  in  French  can  impose  any  le- 
sponsibility  upon  us  in  these  days  of  our  renewed 
honeymoon. 

But  the  true  delight  of  the  expedition  hegins 
when  the  tents  have  been  set  uj),  in  tlu'  fore:- 
back  of  Lake  St.  John,  an<l  the  green  liranches 
have  been  broken  for  the  woodland  bed,  and  the 
fire  has  been  lit  under  the  o])imi  sky,  and,  the 
livery  of  fashion  being  all  discarded,  I  sit  down 
at  a  log  table  to  eat  supjier  with  my  lady  Grey, 
gown.  Then  life  seems  siinple  and  amiable  and 
well  worth  living.  Then  tho  uproar  and  eon- 
fusion  of  the  V  orld  die  away  from  us,  and  wo 
hear  only  the  steady  nuirmur  of  the  river  and 
the  low  voice  of  the  wind  in  the  tree-tops.  Then 
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'».W,„e„tis»|.„,,a,.,l..a.si,     Tiu.„  w      / 
at  the  b.jfn  ol  tJ.e  U„l.a.i.  Hough. 


J  .iiij,(  IS.     It  ,^  fXfiinit  fioni  til,.  1,., 

r:i:L'"Yi :■:•  '"^  -^ -"---"' 

fl-m.s  .su„.,„.„a    i,   ,„,,,     ,„.^^^^.  /  «  W 

...ha;ow.,a„.l„„„.aveu, f  sMuin.  .^ 

tad  to  Its  ever.o,.o„  door.     \\'l,,.t  tl.e  te.rf  1     I 

-wyit„,ak.s„,  i„,i,,4'.t..X;i: 

-^ay  that  ,ibe..t,.iu.,fi.  the  ^ea;:s:W^' 
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AT  THE  SIGX  OF  THE  HALS  AM  DOUGH 

Another  thing  is  wort  .  .•emeniuo-ii.jr  —  a  fam- 
ily which  lives  in  a  tent '  >v<  -  can  ha\  ^  a  skeleton 
in  the  closet. 

But  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  every  spot 
in  the  woods  is  suitable  for  a  camp,  or  tliat 
a  good  tenting-gi'ound  can  be  chosen  witliout 
knowledge  and  forethought.  One  of  the  re- 
quisites, indeed,  is  to  be  found  everywhere  in  tlie 
St.  .lolin  region  ;  for  all  the  lakes  and  rivers  are 
full  of  clear,  cool  water,  and  the  traveller  does 
not  need  to  search  for  a  s])ring.  Hut  it  is  always 
necessary  to  look  carefully  for  a  bit  of  smooth 
ground  on  the  shore,  far  enough  above  the  water 
to  be  dry,  and  slightly  sloping,  so  that  the  lu^ad 
of  the  bed  may  be  higlier  than  the  foot.  Above 
all,  it  must  be  free  from  big  stones  and  serpen- 
tine roots  of  trees.  A  root  that  looks  no  bigger 
than  an  inch-worm  in  the  daytime  assumes  the 
proportions  of  a  boa-constrictor  at  midnight  — 
when  you  find  it  under  j'our  hip-bone.  There 
should  also  be  plenty  of  evergreens  near  at  hand 
for  the  beds.  Spruce  will  answer  at  a  pinch  ;  it 
has  an  aromatic  smell ;  but  it  is  too  stiff  and 
humpy.  Hemlock  is  smoother  and  more  flex- 
ible ;  but  the  spring  soon  wears  out  of  it.  The 
balsam-fir,  with  its  elastic  branches  and  thick 
flat  needles,  is  the  best  of  all.  A  bed  of  these 
boughs  a  foot  deep  is  softer  than  a  mattress  and 
as  fragrant  as  a  thousand  Christmas-trees.  Two 
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AT  THE  siay  of  the  bal.am  bough 
things  more  are  needed  f,.r  the  ideal  ,.a,np-..o„,.d 

JL  fi     "  T  "'-'imtoes,  and  an  abundance 

ory  firewood  w.tl.in  easy  reaeh.     Ye.,  and  I 

1  tlnng  „„,.t  not  be  forgotten ,  for,  .,.;.,,  Ly 

iMly  tireygown :  •        ■> 

"I«bonldn-tfe..lathn„,einean,,,nnlessI 

All  these  conditions  are  met  in  onr  favonrif,. 

n,,nng  ,,laee  below  tl,e  first  fall  in, be  (ir. 
eeharge.    A  ..oeky  ,.oi„t  j,,,.  ,„.t  ,■„,„„„  ,,! 

fxlmukes  a  Hne  landing  for, be  eanoes.     Tbe  v 
..s  a  d,sn,antl,.d  fisbing-eabin  a  few  rods  back     , 

thewoodsfron.wbiehwe..anborr..wboa;lf 
a  t:iWe  and  chairs.     A  o-i-o,,,,  ^f   ..    i 

ower«,geo    the  point  opens  jnst  wide  en  ng^ 
o  receive  and  shelter  onr  tent.     At  a  ..oo-l  .if 

an.l  the  ^.g  can.p-fire  bnrns  between  the  to' 
•-elLngs.  A  pair  of  white  birches  lif  „  " 
leafy  crowns  far  above  us,  and  after  then,  we 
name  the  place  Z.CW;,„„„.7y,„/,,„„,        "' 

"by  not  call  trees  peo))le ■'_«,•„,.,.  if 
come  to  live   inmn.r  tl    ''"'"'  •—•"""•«' >f  J'ou 
wiUlenrn    \  °  .V^'ai' after  year,  yon 

will  learn  to  know  many  of  then,  personallv  an.! 
an  at  achment  will  grow  „p  between  yo     a 
them  ,nd,vidually.'-    So  writes  that  7a/ 


(i/ji/is  of  wooilcraft,  ^y.  C.  1' 


251 


■ime,  in  his  book. 


AT  TUE  SIGN  OF  lilE  BALSAM  BOLGll 


\\\ 


I 

i 


Among  the  Korthi'ni  Ilil/s,  aiul  struightway 
liiunches  forth  into  eulogy  on  the  white  birch. 
And  truly  it  is  an  admirable,  lovable,  and  com- 
fortable tree,  beautifid  to  look  upon  and  full  of 
various  uses.  Its  wood  is  strong  to  make  pad- 
dles and  axe  handles,  ami  glorious  to  burn,  blaz- 
ing up  at  first  with  a  flashing  flame,  and  then 
holding  the  fire  in  its  glowing  heart  all  through 
the  night.  Its  bark  is  the  most  serviceable  of 
all  the  products  of  the  wilderness.  In  Kussia, 
they  say,  it  is  used  in  tanning,  and  gives  its  sub- 
tle, sacerdotal  fragrance  to  Russia  leather.  But 
here,  in  the  woods,  it  serves  more  primitive  ends. 
It  can  be  peeled  off  in  a  huge  roll  from  some 
giant  tree  and  fashioned  into  a  swift  canoe  to 
carry  man  over  the  waters.  It  can  be  cut  into 
square  sheets  to  roof  his  shanty  in  the  forest. 
It  is  the  paper  on  which  he  writes  his  woodland 
despatches,  and  the  flexible  material  which  he 
bends  into  drinking-cups  of  silver  lined  with 
gold.  A  thin  strip  of  it  wrapped  around  the 
end  of  a  candle  and  fastened  in  a  cleft  stick 
makes  a  practicable  chandelier.  A  basket  for 
berries,  a  horn  to  call  the  lovelorn  moose  throngh 
the  autumnal  wotxls,  a  canvas  on  which  to  draw 
the  outline  of  great  and  memorable  fish  —  all 
these  and  many  other  indispensable  luxuries  are 
stored  up  for  the  skilful  woodsman  in  the  birch 
bark. 
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AT  ruK  .s/,,.v  OF  nn:  /,.i/.s.,../  non.u 

Only,lonotrol,.,,-„.a,.  the  tree,  unless,..,, 
really  „ee(l   what   it   has  t<,  ;;ive   y.,,,       T .,:   • 

-.jarre.l,,W,,,,u.etru„h.,eeoL:^,.,;:;i^ 
of  the  forest  ten,,,le,  nn,l   the   hranc-lu-s  s  ,rea,l 

l^'Kl     ..f  the  air.     .Nature  never  ma,le  a  ,uore 
exoeIent,„eeeofha„,i;work.     "  An.l  if,"  si  1 
my   W^Greygowu,  ..I  should  ever  W.„r' 
'^yad       would  ehoose  to  1,0  transfor.„e.l  into" 
«..teb,reh.     And   then,  when   the  days         ui' 
Jfewere„un.l,ered.andthesap  had    eased,, 
flow  and  the  last  leaf  had  fallen,  and  the  d 
:*   ''"""   —'   -   in   ™«Xea    curl 
t.  a  n        son,e  wandering  hunter  would  eon.e 
m  the  wintry  „,.ht  and  touch  a  lighted  coal  to 
«y  Wy,  and  n.y  spirit  would  flash'up  in  a  fie  ! 
chariot  into  the  sky."  ^ 

Gmnde  Deeharge  was  fishing.  Above  the  camp 
«i.read  a  noble  pool,  more  than  two  miles  in  cir- 
cumference,  and  diversified  with   smooth  bai 

.«lands.     The  r.ver  ,,oured  into  it  at  the  head 
foanung  and  raging  down  a  long   eh&fe    and 

«wept  out  of  it  just  in  front  of  o:r  camp  in  a 
merry,  musical  r.apid.      It  was  full  of  fish  of 

various  k,nds-long.nose,l   piekerel,    walleyed 

P.ke,  and  stupid  chub.     But  the  prince  ofTe 
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pool  was  the  figlitiiig  ouanauiche,  the  little  sal- 
mon of  St.  John. 

Here  let  inc  chant  thy  jn'aise,  thou  noblest 
and  most  hij;li-iiiiiiili'(l  H.sli,  the  cleanest  feeder, 
the  merriest  liver,  tlie  loftiest  leaj^-r,  and  the 
bravest  warrior  of  all  creatures  that  swim !  Thy 
cousin,  the  trout,  in  his  purple  and  fjold  with 
crimson  spots,  wears  a  more  splendid  armour 
than  thy  russet  and  silver  mottled  with  black, 
but  thine  is  the  kinpjlier  nature.  Ilis  courage 
and  skill  compared  with  tliine 

"Are  as  niouuli^lit  untu  sunlight,  and  as  water  unto  wine." 

The  old  salmon  of  the  sea  who  begot  thee,  lonjf 
ago,  in  these  inland  waters,  became  a  backslider, 
descending  again  to  the  ocean,  and  grew  gross 
and  heavy  with  coarse  feeding.  But  thou,  un- 
salted  salmon  of  the  foaming  floods,  not  land- 
locked, as  men  call  thee,  but  choosing  of  thine 
own  free-will  to  dwell  on  a  loftier  level,  in  the 
pure,  swift  current  of  a  living  stream,  hast 
grown  in  grace  and  risen  to  a  higher  life.  Thou 
art  not  to  be  measured  by  quantity,  but  by 
quality,  and  thy  five  pounds  of  pure  vigour  will 
outweigh  a  score  of  pounds  of  flesh  less  vital- 
ized by  spirit.  Thou  feedest  on  the  flies  of  the 
air,  and  thy  food  is  transformed  into  an  aerial 
passion  for  flight,  as  thou  sjjringest  across  the 
pool,  vaulting  towards  the  sky.  Thii.,;  eyes 
2*1 


AT  nin  may  of  tiik  i:als.ui  uovaii 

huve  grown  large  and  keen  by  peering  through 
the  foam,  and  the  feathere.l  hook  that  can  de 
.*ive  thee  n.nst  be  deftly  tied  and  delicately 
cast,  rhy  ta,l  and  fins,  by  ceaseless  conHiet 
with  the  rapids,  have  broadened  and  stren.-th- 
oned,so  that  they  can  flash  thy  slen.ler  btdy 
like  a  l.vnig  arro-v  n,.  the  fall.  As  Lanc.dot 
...nong  the  kn.ghts,  so  art  thou  a.nong  the  fish. 
the  plam.arn,oure.l  hero,  the  snnbiunt  chan.pion 
of  all  the  water-folk. 

Every  morning  and  evening,  Greygown  and 
I  would  go  out  for  ouananiehe,  and  sometin.es 
we  caught  plenty  an<l  son.etin.es  few,  but  we 
never  came  back  without  a  good  eat.J>  of  happi- 
ness  There  were  certain  places  where  the  fish 
.ked  to  stay.  For.examjJe,  we  always  looked 
for  one  at  the  lower  corner  of  a  big  rock,  verv 
close  to  It,  where  he  could  poise  himself  easily 

Another  hkely  place  was   a  straight  run  of  wa- 

m  the  nuddle.  The  ouananiehe  .loes  not  like 
crooked,  twsting  water.  An  even  current  is  far 
more  comfortable,  for  then  he  discovers  just  how 
much  effort  ,s  needed  to  balance  against  it,  and 
totps  up  the  movement  mechanically,  as  if  he 
were  half  asleep.  But  his  favourite  place  is  nn! 
der  one  of  the  floating  islands  of  thick  foam 
that  gather  m  the  corners  below  the  falls.     The 
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AT  Tilt:  .s/(..v  of  riiK  UMSAM  niiiitii 

iimttoil  Hakrs  ^wc  a  gniUrfiil  slultir  fioiii  tliu 
sun,  1  famy,  luii'i  almost  all  gaiiiD-tish  lovr  ti> 
lie  in  tliu  shiuU' ;  l)nt  tliu  .liiuf  reason  wliy  tli.> 
ouanaiiichu  haunt  tliu  (hiftin^r  whitu  mass  is  Ik- 
cause  it  is  full  of  tlios  iinil  gnats,  liiatiu  ilown 
by  tho  spray  of  the  uatarac't,  ami  sprinldeil  all 
tlu<)Uf;h  the  foam  liUo  plums  in  a  cake.  To  this 
natural  confection  the  little  salmon,  lurking  in 
his  corner,  plays  tlie  part  of  Jack  Horner  all  (lay 
long-,  and  never  wearies. 

'•  See  that  hillv  iron  down  below  there  !  "  said 
Ferdinand,  as  we  scrambled  over  the  lui^e  roi-Us 
at  the  foot  of  the  falls;  "there  ouglit  to  bo 
salmon  there  en  iiiiiksv."  Yes,  there  were  the 
sharp  noses  pickinj;-  out  the  unfortmiate  insects, 
and  the  broad  tails  waving;  lazily  through  the 
foam  as  the  fish  turned  in  the  water.  At  this 
season  of  the  year,  when  sunnuer  is  nearly  tended, 
and  every  ouananiche  in  the  Grand  Dccharge 
has  tasted  feathers  and  seen  a  hook,  it  is  useless 
to  attempt  to  delude  them  with  the  large  gaudy 
flies  which  the  fishing-tackle-maker  reeommends. 
There  arc  only  two  successful  methods  of  angling 
now.  The  first  of  these  I  tried,  and  by  easting 
delicately  with  a  tiny  brown  trout-fly  tied  on  a 
gossamer  strand  of  gut,  captured  a  pair  of  fish 
weighing  about  three  pounds  each.  They  fought 
against  the  spriug  of  the  four -ounce  rod  for 
nearly  half  an  hour  before  Ferdinand  could  slip 
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AT  Tin:  sia.y  of  the  iulsam  bovgu 
th..  n.t  arouna  tlum.     H.,t  there  was  anotlier 
and  a  l,r..a,U.r  tail  still  wavinj;  .Ii,„lainfuiiy  „n 
the  outer  e.  ye  „f  the  f..a„,.     "A..,!  now,"  ,ai,l 
the  gallant  ler.linand,  -the  tnrn  is  to  n.adanie 
that  she  should  prove  her  fortune  -  attend  but 
a  n.oM>eut,  n.adaine,  while  I  seek  the-  .„„tcrelh  " 
li'is  was  the  seeon.l   method:   the  srassho,.- 
per  was  attaehe.1  to   the  hook,  and  easting  the 
line  well  out  aeross  the  pool,  Ferdinand  .mt  *he 
rod  into  (.reygown'9  hands.     She  stood  poise.l 
upon   a  pinnaele   of   roek,  like   patience  on  a 
monument,  waiting  for  a  bite.     It  came     There 
was  a  .slow,  gentle  jinll  at  the  line,  answe.^ed  by 
a  quiek  jerk  of  the  rod,  and  a  noble  fish  flash,.d 
mto  the  air.     Four  poun.ls  and  a  half  at  least ' 
lie  leaped  again  and  again,  shaking  the  drop, 
from  lus  sdvery  sides.     He  rushe.l  up  the  rapids 
as  It  h,!  had  determined  to  return  to  the  lake 
and  down  again  as  if  he  had  changed  his  plans' 
and   determmed   to  go   to  the  Saguenay.     He 
sulked  in  the  deep  water  and  rubbed  his  nose 
against  the  roeks.     He  did  his  best  to  treat  that 
treai^herous   grasshopper  as    the   whale   served 
■Jonali.     But  Gn.ygown,  through  all   her  little 
screams  and  .shouts  of  excitement,   was  steadv 
iind  sage.     She  never  gave  the  fish  an  inch  of 
slack   hne;   and   at   last  he  lay  glittering  on 
the  roeks,  with  the  black  St.  Andiew-s  crosses 
clearly  marked  on  his  plump  sides,  and  the  iri- 
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descfiit  J|iiitri  ^'I'Miiiiri;;  dm  his  small,  Hlmpily 
head.  "  Lue  hcllf.'"  itumI  IVnlinaiid,  as  he 
liild  14)  tho  fisli  ii;  tiiiim|ih,  •'ami  it  is  madamis 
will)  lia-i  the  ^401  id  (oitune.  Slit-  uiideiHtamls 
well  to  taki'  tile  laij^c  fish  —  isitmit?"  (iivy 
Howii  ste|)i)ed  ileiiimcly  dnwii  fioiii  \\vv  pinnarli', 
ami  as  we  dilfti'd  dciwn  tlie  jmid  in  the  eaniv, 
under  the  melhiw  evi'ninn  »ky,  licr  eonveiHatlini 
betiayed  not  a  tiaec  of  the  pride  th"*  a  vietori- 
OHS  fislieriiiaii  would  have  shown.  On  the  eon- 
trary,  she  insisted  that  aiij;liny;  was  an  affair  of 
ehanco — which  was  consoling,  thoiij;h  I  knew  it 
was  not  altogether  true  —  and  that  tlu^  smaller 
lish  were  just  as  ])leasaiit  to  eateli  ami  better  to 
eat,  after  all.  For  a  nfneious  rival,  eomiuend 
nie  to  a  woman.  And  if  I  must  compete,  let 
it  be  with  one  who  has  the  grace  to  dissolve  the 
bitter  of  defeat  in  tlu;  honey  of  a  nmtual  self- 
congratulation. 

We  had  a  garden,  and  our  favourite  path 
through  it  was  the  portage  leading  arounil  the 
falls.  AVe  travelled  it  very  fretpiently,  making 
an  excuse  of  idle  errands  to  the  steamboat-land- 
ing on  the  lake,  and  sauntering  along  the  trail 
as  if  school  were  out  and  would  never  keep 
again.  It  was  the  season  of  fruits  rather  than 
of  flowers.  Nattire  was  reducing  the  decora- 
tions of  her  table  to  make  room  for  the  ban- 
quet. She  offered  us  berries  instead  of  blossoms. 
2i8 
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Tli.n.  »,.,„  tl.u   li;;l,t   ,.„riil   ..Inst.-,.,  „f   tho 
'Iwaif  ..„n,..I  H,.t  i„  w|,„,,,  „f  ,„,,,„,,,,  ,^,_^^.^^  _ 

:.n<l  .1...  .1....,,  I,l„„  1,,1I,  .,{  thr  (n-.to.iu  /.ore. 
"/.^  (,wl.i..h  ,|,„  AV|,;t„  Ar„,„„.,,„  ,,„„|,,,.  ,,_^„  ^,^^_ 
'"•ai--l"'ny,  an.I   I   I,,,,,.,  the  ,miM..  will  sti.k.  for 

,"   '""■■"■'';''  "f  ' >■""'"«■   an.l   it   is  u  slia.no  t,. 

Uvcsofrecan,:    .;i,la,,la„t,m,I..,tl,ol„r.l,.„ 
"f    a    Latin    num..) :    au.I   tl,o   ^nay.   o,i,Ms,.n. 
^.■im..l  I,em..s  for  wl,i,.I,  tl„.  Cana.la  Mayflow.T 
m.l  exchange,!   its  fc.athory  whit..   I,K,on> ;  an.l 
tlw  rnl,y  .1r.,,,s  .,f  th..  twist...!  stall;  han^inj;  lik.. 
J<-'w.l.s  along  its  l,o„.ling  st..n..     On  tho  thr...- 
Ieave.1  ta Me  whi,.],  onre  oarri..,l  th..  gay  flower 
of  the  wak,.-r„l.in,  th.Te  was  a  s,.a,let  I-,mp  like 
a  rcl  l«.,,,,e,.esca,,...l  to  the  for..st  an.l  n.n  wil.l. 
The  ,,a,tn.lgc  vine  «as  fnll  of  rosy  provision  for 
thel.mls.      Ihe  .lark  liny  l.,av..sol  the  e,.e..i,in.- 
snow-berry  were  all  sp,  inklo.I  ..ver  with  .lelieate 
•"■•"ps  of  spi..y  foa,n.     Tl,..,e  were  a  few  helate.l 
raspbernes,  and,  if  we  ..hose  to  go  .,ut  into  th.. 
burnt    groun.l,   we   could    find   blueberries    in 
plenty. 

Bnt  there  was  still  bloom  ..nongh  to  give  that 

festal  airw>th.,nt  which  the  n,.,st  abundant  f.-ast 

seems  c.arse  and  vulgar.     The  pal..  g.,I,I  of  th.. 

oosestnfehad   fa.I...l,  but  the  deeped  yellow  of 

.e  g..ldenrod  ha.l  begun  to  take  its  place.     The 

Mue  banner.,  of  the    /lenr-.l...lis   ha.l    vanishe.l 

from  beside  the  springs,  but  the  purple  of  the 
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AT  Tin:  SIGN  OF  Tin:  n.iLS.iit  hough 
asters  was   appearing.      Closed   gentians  kept 
their  secret  inviolate,  and  Uuebells   trembled 
above    the    rocks.     The    qnaint   piukish-white 
flowers  of  the  tnrtle-licad  showed  in  wet  places, 
and  instead  of  the  lilac  racemes  of  the  puridc- 
fringed  orchis,  which  had  disappeared  with  mid- 
summer,   we    found   now   the    slender   braided 
spikes  of  the  lady-s-tresses,  latest  and  lowhest 
of  the  orchids,  pale   an<l  pure  as  nuns  of  the 
forest,  and  exhaling  a  celestial  fragrance.  There 
is  a   secret   pleasure   in   finding  these  delicate 
flowers  in  the  rough   heart  of   the  wilderness. 
It  is  like  discovering  the  veins  of  poetry  in  the 
character  of  a  guide  or  a  lumberman.     And  to 
be  able  to  call  the  plants  by  name  makes  them 
a  hundredfidd  more  sweet  and  intimate.     Nam- 
ing things  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  simplest  of 
human  pasthnes.     Children  play  at  it  with  their 
dolls  and  toy  animals.     In  fact,  it  was  the  first 
game  ever  played  on  earth,  for  the  Creator  who 
planted  the  garden  eastward  in  Eden  knew  well 
what  would  ph'ase  the  childish  heart  of  man, 
when  He  brought  all  the  now-made  creatures  to 
Adam,  "  to  see  what  he  would  call  them." 

Our  rustic  bouquet  graced  the  table  under 
the  white-birches,  while  we  sat  by  the  fire  and 
watched  our  four  men  at  the  work  of  the  camp 
—  Joseph  and  Raoul  chopping  wood  in  the  dis- 
tance ;  Francois  slicing  juicy  rashers  from  the 
■.160 


^T  TUE  SWN  OF  TUE  BALSAM  -oUGa 
flitch  of  bacon;  and  Ferdinand,  tl>o  ch,f,  heat- 
ing the  frying-pan  in  preparation  for  supper 

Have  y,n  ever   thought,"  sai.l  Greygown, 
inaeouented  tone  of  voice,  "that  this  is  the 

on  ypenod  of  our  existence  when  we  attain  to 
the  hixnry  of  a  French  cook  ?  " 

"And  one  with  the  grand  n.anner,  too,"  I 

rephed,  "for  he  never  fails  to  ask  wLat  it  i 
hat  ,„ada,„e  desires  to  oat  to-<iay,  as  if  the  har- 
der of  Lucu]h,s  were  at  his  disposal,  though  he 
knows  well  enough  that  the  only  ..hoicc^  lie! 
Ween  broiled  fish  and  fried  L,  Jl^ 
with  eggs  and  a  r,ce  omelet.  B„t  I  like  the  fie- 
t.on  of  a  lordly  ordering  of  the  repast.  IW 
much  better  it  is  than  having  to  Lt  what  ;: 
Hung  before  you  at  a  summer  boarding-house  by 
a  scornful  waitress  .'  "  •' 

",^T')"-  *!,""»  *''"'  P'"^^«^  '"<^'"  continued 
™y  lady,  ,s  the  unbreakableness  of  the  dishes 
There  are  no  nicks  in  the  edges  of  the  best 

Pktes  here;  and,  oh!  it  is  a  happy  thing  to 
have  a  hon.e  without  bric->.-brac.  There  if  no- 
thing  here  that  needs  to  be  dusted." 

"  An.l  no  engagements  for  to-morrow,"  I  eiac- 
"laed.  "  Dshes  that  can't  be  broken,  and  p/as 
that  can  that's  the  ideal  of  honsekeepiu.  " 
„  An<l  then  "  added  my  philosopher  In  skirts, 
.t.s  ceHamly  refreshing  to  get  away  from  aU 
one  s  relations  for  a  little  while." 
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AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  BALSAM  BOUGH 

"  But  liow  do  you  make  that  out  ?  "  I  asked, 
in  iiiilJ  surprise.  "  What  are  you  going  to  do 
with  nie  ?  " 

"  Oil,"  said  she,  with  a  fine  air  of  indepen- 
dence, "  I  don't  (:ount  you.  You  are  not  a  rela- 
tion, only  a  connection  by  marriage." 

"Well,  my  dear,"  I  answered,  between  the 
meditative  puffs  of  my  pipe,  "  it  is  good  to  con- 
sider the  advantages  of  our  present  situation. 
We  shall  soon  eome  into  the  frame  of  mind  of 
tlie  Sultan  of  Morocco  when  he  camped  in  the 
Vale  of  Kabat.  The  place  pleased  him  so  weil 
that  he  staid  until  the  very  pegs  of  his  tent  took 
root  and  grew  up  into  a  grove  of  trees  around 
his  pavilion." 

n. 

KENOGAMI. 

The  guides  were  a  little  restless  under  the 
idle  regime  of  our  lazy  camp,  and  urged  us  to 
set  out  upon  some  adventure.  Ferdinand  was 
like  the  uncouth  swain  in  Lycidax.  Sitting 
upon  the  bundles  of  camp  equipage  on  the 
shore,  and  crying,  — 

"  To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  piistures  new," 

he   led   us   forth   to   seek   the   famous  fishing- 
grounds  on  Lake  Kcuogami. 

We  skirted  the  eastern  end  of  Lake  St.  Joim 
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o     "iieiL   tlie   main   street  erosseil   -i    l.'t*? 
^-o  crossed   tl.e  placid  Lae  Vert    .„' I   !  . 

tJie  cooking  utensils      v\s  ;f  ].„         ■      ,  ^ 

^■'eofthera.npwataeotisfjr'"'^"'"- 

"Thebedwa3„,„,k.,,her„„™„.^,,ij 
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but  Greygown  always  insists  upon  comi)leting 
that  quotation  from  Stevenson  in  her  own  voice ; 
for  this  is  the  way  it  ends,  — 

"  \Vhen  we  put  up,  my  ass  and  I, 
At  God's  green  caravanserai." 

Our  permanent  camp  was  another  day's  voy- 
age down  the  lake,  on  a  beach  opposite  the 
Point  Ausable.  Tliere  the  water  was  contracted 
to  a  narrow  strait,  and  in  the  swift  current,  close 
to  the  point)  the  great  trout  had  fixed  their 
spawning-bed  from  time  immemorial.  It  was 
the  first  week  in  September,  and  the  magnates 
of  the  lake  were  already  assembling  —  the  Com- 
mon Councilmen  and  the  Mayor  and  the  whole 
Committee  of  Seventy.  There  were  giants  in 
that  place,  rolling  lazily  about,  and  chasing  each 
other  on  the  surface  of  the  water.  "  Look, 
M'sieu'  I "  cried  Francois,  in  excitement,  as  we 
lay  at  anchor  in  the  gray  morning  twilight ; 
"  one  like  a  horse  has  just  leaped  behind  us  ;  I 
assure  you,  big  like  a  horse ! " 

But  tlie  fish  were  shy  and  dour.  Old  Caston- 
nier,  the  guardian  of  the  lake,  lived  in  his  hut 
on  the  shore,  and  flogged  the  water,  early  and 
late,  every  day  with  his  home-made  flies.  He 
was  anchored  in  his  dugout  close  beside  us,  and 
grinned  with  delight  as  he  saw  his  over-educated 
trout  refuse  my  best  casts.  "They  are  here, 
M'sieu',  for  you  can  see  them,"  he  said,  by  way 
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l:fX'"'™™*'  "•-»*'*  -difficult  to  take 
tliem.     Do  vol,  not  find  it  so  ■? " 

I"   the  l,a..k  of  „,y  flv.,,.,„k  J  ,,is™v..,.ea  a 
m«l'.'a  silk,  an  li.ht  ,s  a  W  ''■"'■ 

nntl   o,„.    s,.„,.e    was   thirteen,   weiM.in-.  S 

"'     ''''^■"""^  '1"""S  tl'f  .lav,  for  tlmt  nic^ht 
I'o  I'aul  a  visit  to  ,.,„.  ,,,„,,,     ^f^,,,.  ,  .   ''  ""''* 

2^ri...,a,i.,«,H«.,!,,it,;ti!';:; 

tlu,  fire,  l,e  rose  to  depart,  an.l  tapping  his  fore 

ho:^M-:;::,!:^,,:;t'':::'/'""r''^"^'""^'' 

r-.       '     .  "''  J""  'lave  beaten  the  ol.I 

Castonn.er.     There  are  not  many  fisherm   .  w  « 
can  «ay  that.     But,"  ho  a.Ided,  with  confl 

That  was  a  toueh  of  huu,an  nature,  my  rusty 
oiaguard,au..orevvel™n.e  to  me  than 'all  £ 
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morning's  catch.  Is  there  not  always  a  "con- 
fdundeil  little  minnow  "  responsiljle  for  our  fail- 
ures? Did  you  ever  see  a  scliool-boy  tumble 
on  the  ice  without  stooping  immediately  to  re- 
bnckle  the  strap  of  his  skates?  And  would  not 
It;ii<)tu»  have  painted  a  masterpiece  if  he  could 
li.n(!  found  gooil  brushes  and  ii  proper  canvas? 
Life's  shortcomings  would  be  bitter  indeed  if  we 
coulil  not  find  excuses  for  them  outside  of  oiu'- 
selves.  And  as  for  life's  successes  —  well,  it  is 
certainly  wholesome  to  remember  how  many  of 
tliera  are  due  to  a  fortunate  ])osition  and  the 
proper  tools. 

Our  tent  was  on  the  border  of  a  coppice  of 
young  trees.  It  was  pleasant  to  be  awakened 
by  a  convocation  of  birds  at  sunrise,  and  to 
watch  the  shjidows  of  the  leaves  dance  out  upon 
our  transhicent  roof  of  canvas. 

All  the  birds  in  the  bush  are  early,  but  there 
are  so  many  of  them  that  it  is  difficult  to  be- 
lieve that  every  one  can  be  rewarded  with  a 
wonn.  Here  in  Canada  those  little  people  of 
the  air  who  appear  as  transient  guests  of  spring 
and  autumn  in  the  Middle  States,  are  in  their 
sununer  home  and  breeding-place.  Warblers, 
named  for  the  magnolia  and  the  myrtle,  chest- 
nut-sided, bay-breasted,  blue-backed,  and  black- 
liroated,  flutter  and  creep  along  the  branches 
rfith  simple  lisping  music.  Kinglets,  ruby- 
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crowned    and    golden-orowne.],    tiny,    b,il]iant 
sparks  of  hfe,  twitter  .,„„ng  the  tre..s,  h.^.k,-,.,,. 
occasionally  into   clearer,  sweeter  .song.,.     Conr 
panics   of    redpolls    and    erossbills    pass   ehiri. 
m«  through   the   thiekets.  busily  .seeking  their 
..„d.      The  ',.arl..ss,  fan.iliar  ehi<.kaaee  ^ej-eats 
ii..-*  name  merrily,  while  he  leads  his  family  to 
exi-lore  every  nook   and    eranny   of  the  woo.l. 
Cedar  wax-wings,  soeiable  wan.lerers,  arrive  in 
nnmerons  flocks.    The  Canadians  call  them  ■'  n- 
collet,,     because  they  wear  a  brown  erest  of  the 
same  colour  as  the  hoo.ls  of  t!.e  monks  who  came 
with  the  first  settlers  to  New  Franco      Thev  are 
a  songless  tribe  although  their  quick,  reiterate.l 
caU  as  they  take  to  flight  has  given  them  the 
name  of  chatterers.    The  beautiful  tree-spairows 
and   the  pine-siskins  are  more  nielo<Iious,  and 
the  slatceolored  juncos,  flitting  about  the  camp 
are   as   garrulous   as  ehippy-bnds.      All  these 
varied  notes  come  and  go  through  the  tangle  of 
morning  dreams.    And  now  the  noisy  blne-jay  is 

cai^ing"r/aV/-M,>/-,/„V/.-intliedistan^oe, 
and  a  pair  of  great  j.ileate.l  woodjieekers  with 
crimson  crests  are  laughing  loudly  in  the  swamp 
over  some  family  joke.  But  listen!  what  is 
tliat  harsh  creaking  note?  It  is  the  cry  of  the 
Northern  shrike,  of  whom  tradition  says  that 
he  catches  little  birds  and  impales  them  on 
sharp  thorns.    At   the  sound  of  his  voice  the 
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concert  doses  siidclenly  and  the  singers  vanish 
into  thin  air.  The  hour  of  music  is  over ;  the 
coiniuoiiplaoe  of  day  has  begun.  And  there  is 
my  hidy  Greygown,  already  up  and  dressed, 
standing  hy  tlie  breakfast-table  and  laughing  at 
my  belated  appearance. 

But  the  birds  were  not  our  only  musicians  at 
Kenogaini.  Frencli  Canada  is  one  of  the  an- 
cestral homes  of  song.  Here  you  can  still  listen 
to  tliose  quaint  ballads  which  were  sung  cen- 
turies ago  in  Norniandie  and  Provence.  "  A 
hi  Claire  I'hiitrihie,"  "  DdiiK  Paris  y  a-t-iine 
JJrune  plus  Belle  que  le  Juur"  '^Sur  le  Pont 
iT  Avignon"  "  En  Itoulaut  ma  Piiule"  "  La 
Poulette  O'riac,"  and  a  hundred  other  folk-songs 
linger  among  the  ])easants  and  voyageurs  of  these 
northern  woods.     You  may  hear 


and 


"  Malbrouck  aVn  va-t-en  guerre  — 
Mirontou,  mironton,  mituntaine,'* 

"  Isabeau  s'y  prora^ne 
Le  long  de  son  jaidin," 


chanted  in  the  farmhouse  or  the  lumber  shanty, 
to  the  tunes  which  have  come  down  from  an  un- 
known source,  and  never  lost  their  echo  in  tlu- 
hearts  of  the  people. 

Our   Ferdinand   was  a  perfect  fountain    of 
music.     lie   had  a  clear   tenor   voice,  and   so- 
laced every  task   and   shortened  every  voyage 
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with  melody.   "  A  song,  Ferdinan.l,  a  jolly  aone  " 
the  other  men  w„„l,|  say,  a.  tho  c-unoes  went 
8wee,,„,g  d,,^,,,  „,„  ,^„i^.j  j^,^^      ^^_^ ,  ^|^^__  ^^^^ 

leader  would  strike  up  a  well-known  air,  and 
hia  eorapauions  would  eoni..  in  on  tl,e  n-U-.un 
keeping  tune  wit  I,  the  st.oke  of  their  puddles.' 
bouietunes  it  Would  be  a  merry  ditty: 

"  *•>  f^""''-  ''""l  U"  Kill  but  me, 
And  vi-t  hu  a..iit  iiiL.  oH-  to  sea; 
Leap,  uiy  little  C4cUia." 

Or  perhaps  it  was : 

"  I  've  dauced  so  much  the  livelonp  day,— 
Dance,  my  sweetheart,  let  s  be  Raj,— 
I  've  faii-ly  ilauci'd  my  shoes  away,  — 

Till  eveninj;. 
Dance,  my  pritty,  dance  once  more; 
Dance,  until  wo  break  the  floor." 

But  more  frequently  the  song  was  touched  with 
a  plaintive  pleasant  melancholy.  The  niin- 
strel  told  how  he  had  gone  into  the  woods  and 
heard  the  nightingale,  and  she  had  confided  to 
him  tliat  lovers  are  often  unlmppy.  The  story 
of  La  Belh  Fnin^oUe  was  rqifated  in  minor 
cadences  — how  her  sweetheart  sailed  away  to 
the  wars,  and  when  ho  came  back  the  village 
church  bells  were  ringing,  an.l  he  said  to  him- 
self  that  l<ran(,-oise  had  been  faithless,  and  the 
chimes  were  for  her  marriage;  but  when  he 
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entered  the  church  it  was  her  funeral  that  he 
saw,  for  she  hail  died  of  love.  It  is  strange 
how  sorrow  eharnw  us  when  it  is  distant  anil 
visionary.  Even  when  we  are  happiest  we  en- 
joy making  music 

"  Of  old,  unhappy,  fu-off  thingi." 

"What  is  that  song  which  von  are  singing. 
Ferdinand?"  asks  the  lady,  as  she  hears  him 
huiiiining  behind  her  in  the  canoe. 

"Ah,  niadame,  it  is  the  chanson  of  a  young 
man  who  demands  of  his  blomlr  why  she  will 
not  marry  him.  lie  says  that  ho  has  waited 
long  time,  and  the  flowers  arc  falling  from  the 
rose-tree,  and  he  is  very  sad." 

"  And  does  she  give  a  reason  ?  " 

"Yes,  mailame  — that  is  to  say,  a  reason  of 
a  certain  sort ;  she  declines  that  she  is  not  quite 
ready ;  he  must  wait  until  the  rose-tree  adorns 
itself  again." 

"And  what  is  the  end  — do  they  get  married 
at  last?" 

"But  I  do  not  know,  madame.  The  chan- 
son docs  not  go  so  far.  It  ceases  with  the  com 
plaint  of  the  young  man.  And  it  is  a  very 
uncertain  affair  —  this  affair  of  the  heart  —  is 
it  not  ?  " 

Then,  as  if  he  turned  from  such  perjilexing 
mysteiies  to  something  ])lain  and  sure  and  easy 
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to  ..n.le,.tan.I,  l.e  l,reak»  out  into  the  joUient  of 
aJJ  Laiiudiuii  Hongs : 

"  My  bark  iimoe  timt  Diet,  th»t  fllu, 
UoU!  uiy  b»rk  tiuiuu  I" 


TnE    ISLAND   POOL. 

Amonff  the  mountaiiiH  there  Ii  a  gor™.     And 
■n  the  gor.e  there  is  a  river.     And  :.  the  rive 
here  .s  a  pool.     And  i„  the  ikk,1  there  is  an 
"land.    And  on  the  island,  for  fonr  happy  day, 
tliere  was  a  eanip.  •' 

It  was  l,y  „„  n,e„n,  „„  ^^^^^  ^^ 

sh  ourselves  ,„  that  lonely  ph.ee.     The  river, 
tl>  ugh   not  remote  frou,  ..ivilization,  is  praoti- 

J'ally  nw.eees.sible  for  „i„.,  „,,as  of  its  eourse 
bi  r  ason  of  the  steepness  of  its  banks,  whi..h 
aie  Ion-  shaggy  precipices,  and  the  furv  of 
■ts  eurrent,  in  which  no  boat  ean  live.  "aV,, 
heard  its  vo.ee  as  we  approached  through  the 
forest,  an.l  could  hardly  tell  whether  :t  was  far 
away  or  near. 

There  is  a  pers,,ective  of  sound  as  well  as 
of  sight,  and  one  must  have  some  idea  of  the 
«"^e  of  a  noise  before  one  ean  judge  of  its 
■.stance.  A  n.os.uito's  horn  i„  a  dark  room 
nuy  seen,  like  a  trumpet  on  the  battlements; 
and  the  tumult  of  a  mighty  stream  heard 
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throii};li  an  unknown  utietili  of  wimkIb  nifty  n\h 
peiii'  like  tliu  biibblu  of  u  mountain  brook  close 
at  hand. 

But  wlion  we  cnmo  out  ;  ;'>n  tlie  bald  fore- 
head of  a  burnt  clitl'  and  looki  1  down,  we  real- 
ized tlie  yiandour  and  beauty  of  the  unseen 
voiee  tliat  we  liad  been  following.  A  river  of 
splendid  stren};tli  went  leaping  tbronj;li  the 
chasm  five  hundred  feet  below  us,  and  at  the 
foot  of  two  snow-white  falls,  in  an  oval  of  dark 
topaz  water,  traced  with  curves  of  floating  foam, 
lay  the  solitary  island. 

The  broken  path  was  like  a  ladder.  "  How 
shall  we  ever  get  down?  "'  sighed  Greygown,  as 
we  drop])ed  from  roek  to  "oek  ;  and  at  the  bot- 
tom she  looked  up  sighing,  "  I  know  we  never 
can  get  back  again."  Tliere  was  not  a  foot  of 
ground  on  the  shores  level  enough  for  a  tent. 
Our  canoe  ferried  us  over,  two  at  a  time,  to  the 
island.  It  was  about  a  hundred  paces  long, 
composed  of  round,  coggly  atones,  witli  just  one 
patch  of  smooth  sand  at  tlie  lower  end.  There 
was  not  a  tree  left  upon  it  larger  than  an  alder- 
bush.  The  tent-poles  must  be  cut  far  up  on  the 
mountain-sides,  and  every  bough  for  our  beds 
must  be  carrie<l  down  tlie  ladder  of  roeks.  But 
the  men  were  gay  at  their  work,  singing  like 
moeking-birds.  After  all,  the  glow  of  life  comes 
from  frietion  with  its  difficulties.  If  we  cannot 
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steadily   mount,.,]       f  ,        on'-'''  "Sli 

J-alf,  five,   fi      1m    '"■   '""""'^'   '""   ""^   ^ 

s  .  cs       l,„t  ,ve  .nay  ,,11  l.h„  ,;,,  jr,;^^,  /     ^ 
•    I.a,l  I.,.e„  t,.-n,„„.„w  that  ,ve  had  ca„.ht  L 
Won      ...tainlyhav.  ,,,,,,  ,.„^,^^;;^™; 
A  ,    j„t,    ,  ,y  ,,,„^,,^,  J  ^    ^^^^^         fisherman's 

itisa    a„th„;  T    ^ 
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fond  m!ui  ueviT  (l()ul)ts  one  tiling  —  tliut  sunie- 
wliore  in  the  woiM  a  tribi^  of  gontlo  reailors  will 
be  iliseoveri'il  to  whom  hin  tish  stories  will  aj)- 
pear  credible. 

One  of  our  days  on  the  island  was  Sunday  — 
a  day  of  rest  in  a  week  of  idleness.  We  had  a 
few  books ;  for  there  are  some  in  existrnce 
which  will  stand  the  test  of  being  l)ron;;lit  into 
close  contact  with  nature.  Are  not  John  Jhir- 
ronghs'  cheerful,  Icindly  essays  full  of  wood- 
land truth  and  companionship?  Can  yon  not 
carry  a  whole  libraiy  of  musical  philosopliy  in 
your  pocket  in  ]Matthcw  Arnold's  volume  of 
selections  from  Wordsworth?  And  conld  there 
be  a  better  sermon  for  a  Sabbath  in  the  wil- 
derness tlian  Mrs.  Slosson's  iunnortal  story  of 
l*^h/tiit^  Jimmy? 

But  to  be  very  frank  about  the  matter,  the 
camp  is  not  stinndating  to  the  studious  side  of 
my  mind.  Charles  Land),  as  usual,  has  said 
what  I  feel :  "  I  am  not  much  a  f 'iend  to  out- 
of-doors  reading.  I  cannot  settle  my  spirits 
to  it." 

There  are  blueberries  growing  abundantly 
among  the  rocks  —  Inige  clusters  of  theiii, 
bloomy  and  luscious  as  the  grapes  of  Eshcol. 
The  blueberry  is  nature's  compensation  for  the 
ruin  of  ft)rcst  fires.  It  grows  best  where  the 
woods  have  been  burned  away  and  th<!  soil  ia 
•Hi 
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walked  th.       ,'   •;^'^;  ;';"'    ^  -   ''--iples   once 
iJark'     Tl,      "         ,  "'"'   '"^   thankful 

".k.»i.,„,„„*rr:- r'^if- 
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is  —  how  personal,  liow  confidential,  its  if  he  liail 
a  message  for  us ! 

There  is  a  breath  of  fragrance  on  the  cool 
shady  air  beside  our  little  stream,  that  seems  fa- 
miliar. It  is  the  first  week  of  St'iitember.  Can 
it  be  that  the  twin-flower  of  June,  the  delicate 
Lbiruea  hore<tlh,  is  blooming  again  ?  Yes,  here 
is  the  threadlike  stem  lifting  its  two  frail  Jiink 
bells  above  llie  bed  of  shining  leaves.  How 
dear  an  early  flower  seems  when  it  comes  back 
again  and  unfolds  its  beauty  in  a  St.  Martin's 
summer !  How  delicate  and  suggestive  is  tlio 
faint,  magical  odour  I  It  is  like  a  renewal  of  tlie 
dreams  of  youth. 

"  And  need  we  ever  grow  old  ?  "  asked  my 
lady  Greygown,  as  she  sat  that  evening  with  the 
twin-flower  on  her  breast,  watching  the  stars 
come  out  along  the  edge  of  the  cliffs,  and  tremble 
on  the  hurrying  tide  of  the  river.  "  Must  we 
grow  oh'  a*  well  as  grey?  Is  the  time  coming 
when  all  life  will  be  cotunKmplace  and  practical, 
anil  governed  by  a  dull  '  of  course  '  ?  Shall  we 
not  always  find  adventures  and  romances,  and  a 
few  blossoms  returning,  even  when  the  season 
grows  '  ite  ?  " 

"  At  least,"  I  answered,  "  let  ns  believe  in  the 

possibility,  for  to  doubt  it  is  to  destroy  it.     If 

we  can  only  come  back  to  nature  together  every 

year,  and  consider  the  flowers  and   the  birds, 
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bel.ef  un.ler  tl.eso  silont  stars,  and  hear  the  river 

murmunng  „„r  al,soh.tio„,  we  .hall  die;j:; 

"re  of  memories  wh.Vh  will  be  like  the  twin. 
flower,always  a douWc Moss„.„  „„  a  si„„,e  IZ 
and  earry  with  us  into  the  unseen  worW  .^r.- 
^^h-n^wWh  will  make  it  worth  while  to  boTm- 
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THE  WOOD-,\OTE,S   OF  THE  VEERV. 
T...  .,™,^,^,  „,„  ,„^„,  ^^,^  ^^  ^_,^^^  ^  ^^^ 

'"'"  J",!;:"''  ''''''■'«''""^"'-  '<-••«■'•»' love  de. 

«o  pa..We,  .o  fun  of  pain,  it  .unUed  .e„„^  ,„, 
I  Wed  t^^Uear  a  »iu,pW  strain,  the  w«K,-„ote.  of  the 
The   ,ave,^,   „.,,   ,  ,_^   ,^^_  ^^^^   ^^^   ^^^^^^^ 

'"'tX  •""''■''  '"■"""'■'^^ '*«"«'"' »^'ove 
He  d^f^^the  ,„,de„  not.  to  ,.et  hi,  h^in«  n.te.  hfs 
I  only  W  one  song  „.„„  ,„,^,^  ^,  ^^^^  ^^  ^^ 

The  ballad  was  a  livelv  nno    tk.  • 

cheery.  ^        '      °  '""^  ™  ''"d  «nd 

And  yet  with 'every  setting  .un  I  listened  for  the  veer. 


Tin:  \v(>oi>-M)Tt:-i  of  tin:  vkeky 

0  far  away,  and  far  away,  the  tawny  thrush  is  singing, 
New  England  woods  at  cloie  of  day  with  that  iliiir  ihuut 

are  ringing  j 
And  when  my  light  of  life  is  low,  and  ii.  irt  and  lle»h  are 
weary, 

1  fain  would  hear,  before  I  (,"•,  the  woo<l-nute»  of  the 

vecry. 
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Economy  :  au  iiiHtnnrc  of,  2f>2. 
Kduration  :  a  wi.-o  nietbod  of,  38. 
tMucation  :  in  a  ranoi>,  iri."i. 
EdwanlK,   Jonatlian:     hi;*    lovp    of 

nature,  'J8. 
Kjofsui,  I  oile-t :  tlic  ,.dt  of  cfinver- 
satiou,  i;W{, 

Epica  :  Hfit  to  U'Cikrn  as  (iiaeonnine- 

niriiL  t'l  lyri,'?.,  W. 
EpiuTinii;  of  small  praetical  >abii- 

no. 

Palliires:     the    pbitosopbir  way    of 

aiconntine  f..r.  2110. 
Fame:  tbt*  best  kiml  of,  I.V,. 
Fariiiiiiir:    ilemoraliiiBii  on  tlic  Res 

ti;.'OiHlip,  V>2. 
Fashion;    nnnppeas.ary   for  a   well- 

■Irexsed  woman  t..  follinv.  I,"s, 
F.itlH.rhood  ;  tlie  1m -t  t-.pe  .if,  ;W; 

'ti  aigiiitioaiiee,  lUft. 
Fiitioii :  itx  iHe.-,  S4,  ,«.->,  sn. 
Fi.,li;   fact   tjiatllie  largest  always 

escape,  12S. 


^      i 


IXDJiX 


yjoWiTM  ii.aiiird  : 

AIi)c-i,r..r«-j|,  144,  10),  177. 

Aiieiiioiii',  4. 

Arron-lici'l,  12. 

Asti-rti,  '22,  Jim, 

i;.  :'.berrj'  (Cliiitonii  liurealis) 

'JC3. 
Bfe-l«Iiii,  LI. 

itlllt-lH-llH,  -JiJl. 

Caii:K]aA!;.y.i;n...r,  liOU. 

('■mljiml  M..«cr,  L'L'. 

<.'ni.iiii'fi>il,i'i. 

CloviT,  urn. 

(.'riiwfoot,  '21. 

Cycliuiieii,  I'Jl,  242. 

i>alili.i,  ■2iy). 

Vai»y,  ox-iyc,  13. 

DaiitlL-lioii,  4. 
Dwarf  coriifl,  2  y. 
Fireweed,  "21 L*. 
Fleiir-iit-Iis.  lyj.  l',-,o. 
Forget- 1 11. ■-not,  li'-d. 
Fiirlisia,  I'Mt. 
Gi'iiti:ui,  Aljiiii,-.  n;0, 
Oi'iitiau,  cl.wi'.t,  ■_■_'.  'J15.  ■ 
0.ii.i.'u.rcKi,  ;;■.',  -J.-,:!. 

Hm^Ml.  L'l. 

Hi-nll)^r,  17,  X3  IF, 

lI'patic'R,  '21. 

ilolijliock.  LIX). 

Mfiii.-y.«ucklp,  in;. 
Jt-ui'l-WMiI,  ■_'!,  -Jlj. 
.I..t--Pye  «.■.>,].  I'l.-,. 
Kiint-witfi),  Ij. 
Linlien'-tnu^'B,  200. 
Lilac,  35,  -.'IL', 

I-Hwo-Rfif,..  yi.iiow,  :>1,2.- 
M.ipitrolJ,  2()(t.  ( 

Mi>;uluw.i.i...  I'll. 
Ohtiia,  l'iiri.l..-fniii:^'d. -JI, 


■jiai. 


,  17'".. 


r.iiisv 

r,irtij,li.'L-J.,-rrv. 

I'yr.,i,.  i:m. 

ROSH',  .'I.',    llMI,    III 

SaiiLi  Liicu*.  ICd 


>r>?ory,  21, 


S*'lf-lip:il,  21. 
Hiiow-bcrry,  'S>9, 
SpriiiR-beaiity,  21. 
yt.  JuliiiVwort,  21. 
Star.ffr«M8,  21. 
Tiui^y,  35, 

Trillium,  painted,  21. 
Tiilii.s.  a. 

TwinttMW.-r.  t.'i,  27C,. 
Turtie.i,(.;„i.  L;'in. 
THiati.|-stalk,2JD. 

Viol.-t.L'l. 

Wak.-.U',l>in,  25i). 

Flowers  :   Naturu'd  cuihr -,,    -, 

l^y.  lyi,  250;  tliH  i,l..;,„„n.  oj 
k'i'»«i„y  l,y  „a,ne,  21*1;  Becoiui 
blixiiii  nf,  ■J7(';. 

Furo«ts  ;  tii.'  n,i,l^]ny  hi],.,,,,.  ^^{^  ^j  . 
flowers  ill,  l(a>,  I'jl,  i>.'jK-oUI 

Fri.-,.,l«lup;  tho  tT'iit  not  -.ilwuyH 
«'i'I't-I  f.r  it,  Hi;  ,.io;»«„„.  1,1 
pr.Jxiii.ity,    13;    a    ..l.l^,^tiill    gift, 


I  'Jiy.  Jdlin  :  <(iiut»-il,  it. 
.ti'-iniiitw:      tlK.jr    sn.liriit'iit,    IM ; 
I      U'"ir    K'-iiius     for    llmroii'.lnii'SB, 
■      Ifi.  ;  Ilii'IrptlitMicnfi,  -24*1. 
!f'ill-|-t,  W.^;,  :,J„„^,|,:;7 
;<lo.,V.l,nk;     tl...    prnp...    w,,    ,., 
,      'IniLkil,  114;   ol,lip,„;,ii,,H,.i,i„i. 
I     t>riliPKoatiii  iVKii-l  tuit,  17S 
<Jray,  TlioiiiiiM  :  <inntid.  J), 
Oriylidg  :  tlc-crilic  I,  2;w.  'Jllfl. 
;  Crosh-V,  [i.lig.T:  the,  I77-1SO 
t  '"j!;!,""  ■  ^'•"■""•''"■'*.  C7  ;  Ca.iaJian, 


191.     »..)I-MM  :  ■iy.  ^^' 

ll.i.tr.-tJicfrilli-„t.  I;.-,. 

lll'lilt,   Willi,,,,,  ;    ,;  ,„,    .1.  ._.^3 

"•■ii,.-,  II..ii,iicl,  :  ,|u,,i,.l.  l;ii.' 
Hoa.i.T     S,.|„,„li,„,.i,.,,     ,|„  .     ,]_^ 

"■lijity  of  l,i,  vi,.„,,  IX 
H,irn.t:  11,-  i„„.»|»,.u.J  qmuit,  „, 

ills  atiiiir.  70. 

:i87 


\ln 


iii'S 


RorM-yacht:  tdeacrlptlon  of,  118)1     tag  of,   114 

(lr»wlmc.-k»  mid  advautugei,  125.  course' 270 

Ho.piulity  :  iu  a  Hlgl,la,„l  c-ottage,    Lo.ell,  la™.  R,„«u 

100:  among  ai.gle,,,  i-j,  to  an  .     ceuce  oM.iiu,  111 

Alpine  Jiut,  ITti.  , 

Uuii-vkeui.iiij,' :  tlie  ideal,  2fil. 
Human  nature  :    beat  aeeu  iu  little 

ways,  1':^ ;  a  toiu-li  of,  '^t;r>. 
Hiiuiour :     American,    dilllcult    for 


uncertainty  of  Ita 

4  remlnu* 

Luck:  Ueriiicd,  Bti. 
LuoretiiiB,  T.  :  qiiotod,  16. 
Luiiibermeu  :  tlifir  shtire  iu  tnaking 
our  bouiea,  L^ju. 


out-of-iJiKirs,  189. 

Ideals :  tlie  advantuire  of  clieriBhluir 
L-OI.  * 

Idealist :  a  boy  is  the  true,  45. 

Idlenesa :    occasionally    profitable, 
3U. 

Immortality:  the  hope  of,  ll'Ji  love 
tLakes  it  worth  havinjr,  277. 

Indian  :  the  noble,  207. 

InsectB       claasififd     according     to 

malinft'ity.  'iO"  ft. 
Ischl,  23G. 


his 


James,    Her 

words,  'H. 
Johnson,       Roi.3rt 
r^uoted,  21. 


Kenogaml,  Lake,  202  ff. 


a<-curacy    in 
Underwood  : 


Lairg,  9lt. 

Lake  OeorRe,  39  ff. 

Lamb,  Clurlts  :  his  poor  opinion  of 
aqueducts,  12;  his  disiu.linatiou 
to  rmdiuff  out-of-drnirs,  274. 

Landro,  1C7,  HW. 

Liuiier,  Sidntiy  :  ijuoted,  25. 

LifuT.,  171  ff. 

Life  ;  more  in  it  than  makluB  a  >'v. 

inir,  ;n. 

Liltienosti  •  praised,  IC,  17. 
Loudon  :  the  way  to  aee,  19, 
LongfeUow,      Henry     Wadsworth  ; 

quoted,  i:>9. 
Love  ;  a  boy's  introduction  to,  44 ;  a 

safe  courw  in,  86 ;  the  true  meau- 
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Maclaren,  I:in, ' 
j  Manners :  their  .liarni,  when  plain 

and  good,  17tj. 
I  Marvell,  Andrew  :  quoted,  ll». 
j  Medicinal  SpriuRH :  ai,  instance  yf 
I      their  harmif-^Hiietis,  .12. 
j  Meditation :  an  aid  to,  137 ;  on  the 
buildiiiu  of  iL  house,  220 :  at  uitht- 
f.Ul,  242. 
Melvirii,  98. 

Mfumry ;    associated   witli  o.]our», 
35;  oapri.;lou8,  104;awakemd  hy 
a  word,  1H3 ;  sweetest  when  eharcJ 
by  two,  277. 
Mftnpedia,  117. 

Midden:  animated  pfpper,  205. 
Milton,  John  ;  ijuoted,  2(12  275, 
Mint:    a  symbol  of  remembrance. 

3t;. 
MiHurina,  Lake,  Kifl. 
I  MomitJiii.M:  their  inHiienre,  10;  in- 
vitatiouii  to  climb,  ty  ;  growth  of 
I      trees    upon    them,    73,    "4 ;    tlio 
'      Adironda.-k«.  Tfi;  the  Oolomites, 
145  ff.:  the  HobeTauern,  173ff. ; 
of  th«  Salzkatninergiit,  ^.'ri  ff. 
Mountain-clitubing:  charnm   of,  70 
ff. ;    moderatiun   In,   15!);    dla-ip. 
poiiitraeut  in,  179,  IHO. 
Mos.iiiito  :  liia  ruitigatiug  qualities. 
2U(i.  ■ 

Naamau.  the  Syrian  :  his  sentiment 

about  rivers,  15. 
Naming  tliinttn  ;   piea.'^ure  of.  260, 
N.'n'igaUa  rivers  :  defined,  M. 
Neu-Pratca  :  the  Bathi  of,  170. 


Ifoah  :  a  qiipMlnn  about.  140. 


INDEX 

Kiiiii?t<,  1.S7  ir. 


111.  IIJ;  l.rv|tiritii,:i  ■,,,. -71,.  K  ■.isi  ...V  •   ,  Z  ,      ■, 

"T"^;;  ....  1.V,  1.. .a, u,,  .,.:„...:■;  ,^ ::i^^ ^'  >'r, 

„-'•-■*'" ■  .;!t.  111. 

0,.^;li,„.Uri,„„,,i,_.^j  ,._,,,_.  l..,..r.:   „„  .:  ,-.r-,„uIity.  ■..  ].  ,  ,„ 


Palsy,  tho  Bfi.  Dr.  ;  quofcd,  115. 
Patitiiue  :  uol  tli'i  iiiily  virtLir.  11 
PH«Uit-lifr.  :    rim    ,«„!.  ol,   ii.  U,,. 

Tjrol,  174,  it:.. 
"ercli :  a  kooiI  u«Ii  (,ii  imr*, „,  j,. 

Fbilosophy ;  of  a  Ii,,,.,,,.  i,)^,  11!  .  „l 


tr«Tr).    Uo;    of    hii'i 


1-*,   of    Rive; 


■""I"  '».lM7..:.*U,o,i..ofkiM.«- 
l-'g  tli-iii,  -Ji.  LU;  u-Uaiitafn-a  uf 
tlie.r     tn..,:,M,j,,,     ^„.o,;.      i,„.,r 

"f  «*ut-).i.i|.  iI.-.,„.  i;i7.  v.tiety,.f 

'"'•"r i:-^;  .ii..-,..,H>ht<.«;».n 

''O.  -■"!• .  m-rry  in  t)iu  raiii,  22a  ; 

;;i. 


'  "   '.    l.»w, 

houBBkMpuiK.   -«".   i;Cl  ;   ol   [ifT- 
pdtiial  yoiitli,  •_*7i;,  j;?. 

PblloHOphn-s  ;  *-;mii.  ,if.  77;  ili,  ,. 
^ipliiiijitiouof  Imiii,,,,.,  II.,, 

Pho*,^r.ipl,y ;  itn.Iiitt.riiUi-  ,  :-v,7;t; 

I'l  -..  Mou-it.  :i„;, 

Pl'tp,  .*(H,.:*l,  „-,i. 

Pleftfl.i)-..«i :  .,i.;,,,l..,  not  ;o  bf  pur- 
chaaed  with  luouey,  ]  ii. 

Plenty  ;  a  symbol  ol,  1:4. 

Pwyer:  the  i«-.rct  of  iK,acf,  112. 
113;  in  a  Tymlne  \^^^<[^  17,^.' 
thoiiphfa  almost  nm  roo.!  a^.  ^44, 

Preaclimjf ;   mi.K-r  biJi«Tvir.j(m,'lN». 

Predeatiuation  :  du  iudtam     ■■' "^a'tli 

iu,  yj. 
Prime,  W.C:  quoti;.(. -51. 
Promiucution     roumi:,.  j„.  i.'l 
Prosperity  :    ^i  oultl  l,  prLjwiu^d  i^r 

in  tbu  tioii:  uj  advertitv.  jitl. 

QuarieB,  FrMcu .  tug  etoUfmh  3fi     ^ 
<li»boc,  1J47. 

R«nw»y  tr»TPl :  b«!ti,1„  0  j(tt,p  river. 
18 ;  it«  geoenU  character.  144.         | 


IIUIJP'I 


A^np,,",  \^. 
All.TJtel!,  17 
A  roiir.,  Ili'.i,  i;nu', 
Ari::i:-.in,  K 
Auijion  'ih!,  17.  CI. 
Aril'.,  1^.  1;). 
Aio'.  u«  I  ,  17. 

11--1  .!■ ,  ;:. 

I  i-Mii.  U. 
"<'nerl-.;ll.  17,21. 
Will.  ii...  ■.(,:(. 
Bintc.  14r..  147. 
B'"lii.t.  14. 
•■■im,  V.i. 
C'lmi-ni,  ut,  Ia 

I'-'f,  lIKl. 
l>cl:iw,irf,  I."i, 
I'e.sAvpv-..  1^. 
I'"-,  !7..n;i. 
I>raiJ,  171. 
'■■'"•lit.  17,  lOf-fc 
l-Vi:.!.  !   nr.M.l.  IS. 

OlollJl.i'      .   ],M. 

Oran.Ie  li.  ■  lurKc,  IM  fl.,  iWl 
ft 

iMadate,  17. 


INDEX 


Hudsnn.  1.1. 
Iwl,  171. 

K.iat.'i,kill,  .'.I,  ,-,_>. 

Li  »-lb  Kivi..,v,  !t<.'..  JfiS  il. 

Lit  I'liM*,  1  Vi. 

Lv'...,iu.',  IT. 

M-l.ii».Ii,.  12L 

Mi«t  is,iiii,  isr,, 

Mi>tt(.<ik,  VXi. 
Moo.,...  17. 
Nt-v-1-.-iiik.  17,  .■>;.'. 
Ni:i«:int,  17. 
Oiul.'-. -111..-.-,. 


OllUrl,. 


I.  KV 


,  -M  It. 


I'.iMlH-'ii..  l-I. 
IV)if)!.^.'ot.  17. 

I'.MilH.,,,:,.   17.   1- 

I'h:ir[.i!-.  1,-. 
Fi.nv.  u.;,  Ii7. 
I'ikoauU,  1-,-,. 

lUiiiiia,  17. 

lUii'ii-H.',  17. 

KiMi;;,.!,,.;,. .  IT.  117  tl. 

Uii'i./.  H,  itt;. 

Itofky  K'lii,  4H. 

ituUia,  17. 

Aanupu.iy,  185. 

Sftliach,  17. 

Sa-aiiac,  17,  SS,  fl4. 

B«iftwnter,  17.  30,  (17. 

Thtme-*.  IS,  19. 

Traim,  223  11. 

Twwil,  18. 

L'lmltinit.  !:.  llll. 

Winrff.  VMK 

Zillei-,  IT. 
Rome:  tlie  !rt>:.t   jmiot   of  viii\v    jn 

19. 
ll'jbcrviil,  \<ii. 
llti'ljifr  GraiiKO  :  tli..  iiutiior  of,  irt. 

St.  John,  Lakp  :  ISt  ff.,  'J4S  ff. 
Balni.Mi:    a   littTiiry,  O^;     n   pinin. 

130-132 ;     A    deluiive.    133.   13C  ; 

lurioug  habit  of  leaping  on  Sunday 


!     i;«  ;  nunnsr  of  aiii?lfng  for.  129, 
I      130. 
Se;i.   the .  i]i.i*,lvaiitii(,'e.->  of  loviiiff, 

Seiiiva,  L.  .ViuLMis:  lii^i  a.]vi<*  con- 


'■•riiii 


.  11. 


'  >*<'niirami-.;  Iht  !iiiMb;ui.?,  Ifi. 

j  HfrioiinuehM :  may  \h> .arried  too  far. 

:    .m. 

He  .1.  h  .-linrfurpr :    <;oiitrai!tpd  with 
■      tl...    V.\iu.\\-U.   \\\.'.\:,:   oantioii,  '.Nl. 
K'J;   Orthodoxy,   H.:j ;    true  ivli- 
I      Kiu",  Ill-lU. 
;^!l!lkHi>t.r...  W.,li.i:u;    |.(-t,-.I,  IJtS. 
SluB-oii,  Aiiiiic-  Tiiiiii'iuii :  i,pr  at^ry 

oi  Kahili'  Jitiiiiiy.   'H. 
•^'■I''rii.ni:     iii.frovc!.   ;w ;    f|,iotfld, 


.'S  Fr 


.'iW  !T. 


St.'Vfiis.,i,.  Kol^.vl  L -uiH  :  on  rivera, 
■»;  on  li;i-ii  i-.liiji  Iv'tn-pen  young 
amloi.I.  ihi;  I,;.,  |,^t  itrtviT.  113; 

nil  caiLii.Jnu-  .in,  j.;!. 


m.lav:  r.tl.-tion* 
.'.'ool.vayt>.|..., 
iij.rt,ii:  tii-ir  K 
'vneii  ovar-led,  30. 


1.  IX  i:t7; 

''ilioiisiiess 


'Ji)0 


Taa  ;  preferred  to  wliiakey,  19C. 
I  Tenuyson,   Alfrfld  :  quoted,  13,  24, 

I    -JO,  4f}.  r_»i.  210. 

t  Tents :  their  Buperiority  to  hounea. 
I     240. 

Tim'-,  old  Father  :  the  bp-<t  way  to 
I      cotalonit  witli.  IJ.".. 

Titim.    hi«l:nrl-,,.|i,-s.  HH. 

T..Mi,  h.  L.iki-..f.  IC.'i,  lt;9. 

Tr.'i's:  their  hiiiiKii  as.tuciatlons, 
I  I'l,  1 1  ;  th<nr  ttrowth  on  mnuntaina, 
t  7J,  T4;  aivi^iability  of  sparine, 
!  WO ;  on  their  way  to  market,  2'JO ; 
'  thoir  personility,  251. 
I  Trees  named  : 

Alder,  4,'<,  202,  226. 

Aih.  226. 

B  Urn  of  Ollead,  30,200. 


lynux 


Balsam,  73,  1(11, 
ftticli,  Tl. 


Bird,,  y,.|l,„ 


"liit-,  linr  :;I(),  L'14. 


Il>-i..l.»k,    1.-., 


LirrJi,  113,  |.">,s, 

Miplf, ',1,  47,  70 

"■'k.  ll.Jll. 

•■"■■•,  l4,  74. 

l'"l>ltir,  '_'(N»,  ■.►Jl. 

ru^HV-.vill,,H,  ,'1,  :;_>, 

Hlinn-,  J-.,  ;  1.  74.  \M.  JW,  .1,1 
214,  ill,  L"  J 
rro,it.H,l,i,„.:ai,ri.i,i„i,ie,,t.  41       , 
•pecini^n  ,.f.  i;.-> ;  in  B,.,.tlan  I    ■<: 

»7-  1" -• I,..    r,,„l,   1,,-,' 

IW :    ill   til..   TriMii.,   -J.:    .1    ..    „; 
CanmU,  li't;.  jm  rr,  Jill  II. 


*  irtiJ  ;  .iiiotc.i,  ::;,'■,. 

^^'.^Jtim.  liaiik:  qii..t,  I. 
"II,  -It  ;  hi^illfuriMi,,. 


Wh1I»,  |„ 


Wliilii 


nil,  W.ilt : 


■ilm.  opi'it  lir..,  IK. 
'lii.^t'-il,  17. 


luil.ii,  -.'14. 


"■;'7''-''' l.ili-ii,..lo„n,, 

l'i"l"'l .  ■-'.  ;  Inn  «k,.|,tl|.iM.,  „|„,„i 
nil  Ii..l,  «t.i,i,.,  l,„t  1,1,  „„|,^  ^,-,, 

^^i.-li:  .1  inrvl-.t,  .T..-,. 

'*■""'•■  ■'"•■.  *ii„t.-  l,i,I,,k,., 
I.' Itii-ti-.v41, 

«■..,„„,  :,,r 


■>|iiiiii 
tivf  tl.,m 
.|n..lil.  ,.f, 

ni«i; .■ 


ii>.tiii 


II.  I.-. 


',  ■-'411  ;  1,1 
II  CxpriVKliic;  nr 

l"i'   'I'llsi'l.,.! 

Pliilil-lllilti, 


..l-(il 


.  I'. 


UniTfr^f  ;    iin 
the  cliii 


3n. 


Iiiiri;.. 


inn  ri>vpn)wil,lfi  i„r 
It,     ii'iitillimilHly, 


Utilitnri,^Nl.^iii ;  .i  uii-t.ikc.  jiil. 
V«iilc« :  tn  warm  weather,  U;J,  144. 


V.nllr 

■J7(i 


n't  of  prfnerviiie  it. 


